WHY DON’T YOU MARRY HIM? 
-- they asked. 


WHAT FOR?—she answered, 
I’ve got everything | want—him 
and freedom. 


Susan Parks knew it all. She had love, where and 
when she wanted it. She had the right to come 
and go as she pleased. She was sitting pretty in 
her pleasure-mad world. And then this unwed 
wife got the shock of her life! 


Here is a novel of disillusioned Young Moderns 
concerned with the explosive question: Why Get 
Married? Here is the problem stated with startling 
frankness—here, too, is the bold answer, in a 
dramatic climax you'll never forget. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


SUSAN was in a blue mood, so blue she could have screamed, or 
wept. She supposed it was partly because she had been’ working 
so hard lately; which was why she had planned to crawl into 
bed early, read awhile, and get a good night’s rest. 

But the book had failed to hold her interest; the bed was 
lumpy—and lonely. Unnecessarily so. She could have gone out 
that evening; or had any number of willing candidates for her 
bed! Maybe ‘she had been sticking to her work too closely; if 
she wasn’t careful, she’d go stale; or fall into one of those sticky 
sentimental spells women were subject to—poor fools. 

She flung the covers aside; in the bathroom, turned on the 
shower. She would dress and drive over to Leon’s. There would 
be a party going on; there was always a party at Leon’s. Danc- 
ing, necking, plenty of liquor. Too much liquor. 

She needed bucking up. She hadn’t been to Leon’s in how 
many weeks? Six or eight. There were times when Leon’s par- 
ties were a bore; most of the people who attended them were 
bores, few of them even interesting—though of course Leon was 
a darling. But who or what was interesting in this crazy, mad 
atomic world? 

She was in a mood. She certainly needed something to buck 
her up; a good stiff drink, or a new love affair. 

In fifteen minutes Susan was dressed. She was like that; no 
fussing. A quick shower, a pair of brief satin shorts with match- 
ing brassiere, beige kid sandals—it was warm enough to omit 
hosiery—a touch of rouge and lipstick, a comb run through her 
deep-waved, short, dark hair; dress, wrap, and purse, and she 
was armored for the fray. 

The rush of night air, the firm contact of the wheel under- 
neath her hand, the clear sky overhead and the rhythmic purr of 
the engine set her up almost as quickly as a drink would have. 
She crossed town in fifteen minutes, was at Leon’s in less than 
thirty. She could tell by the way the house was lighted, the- 
sounds of revelry, that there was a party as usual. It would have 
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‘been nice to have found Leon alone. Had one of their rare heart- 
to-heart talks. But Leon was never alone, except perhaps in the 
privacy of his bath or when he slumbered—and maybe not al- 
ways then. 

She parked behind a string of other cars, recognizing Jim. 
Young’s dilapidated. coupe and Tom Hamilton’s huge Packard. 
She wondered how Tom managed to shake his wife so often. No 
one ever brought a wife to Leon’s—at least not his own. 

Someone had heard her drive in. The front door was flung 
open. Voices raised in greeting. Eager hands pulled her in. She 
was pounced upon and hugged and kissed. Proof that the party 
was well on its way. Someone dashed out to mix her an Old- 
Fashioned. Someone else insisted she start with a straight. One 
of the girls tried to pour a highball down her neck. 

“Give me time!” Susan laughed. “I’ll catch up with you. 
Can’t be done in a second. Miss half the fun if it could. PFI 
have a straight, if someone will get me a wash. Thanks. Um... 
that was what I needed. Can feel it clear to my heels. . 
Where’s Leon?” 

Leon hadn’t come to greet her. But Leon seldom had time to 
greet his guests. It wasn’t necessary. His guests took over his 
duty as host and his house and his food and his liquor. 

“As long as one has plenty of liquor one has plenty of friends,” 
Leon had once told Susan. 

She thought he had said it rather bitterly. She had asked why 
he didn’t try shutting off the supply for a change and see what 
would happen. 

He had smiled and remarked that the experiment might prove 
interesting. “But disillusioning,’ he had added. 

Susan had supposed he’d reached the point where there were 
no disillusionments left. Like herself. 

“Ts there such a place?” he had murmured. 

That had been during one of their heart-to-heart talks. Need- 
less to add Leon had_not shut off his liquor. 

“Where’s Leon?” Susan asked again now. 

“Bed, I suppose,” Myra Spencer returned. “You know Leon 
always slips off to bed just when the party’s getting good. You 
should see the lock he’s had put on his bedroom door, or have 
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you seen it? Looks like a padlock on a cell—a monk’s cell. A 
monk’s lock to keep out the lovely ladies.” 

“You know damned well Leon’s no monk!” Tom Hamilton 
snorted at the idea. “More probably the lock is to keep inquisi- 
tive young virgins, like yourself, outside, while Leon takes the 
lovely ladies in.” 

Myra stuck out her tongue at him. “I’m not a virgin! What 
an insult!” Myra prided herself on what she thought was her 
sophistication. She was short and inclined to Mae-West curves. 
She had blonde ringlets, skin like a peach-blossom, eyes as blue 
and bright and innocent as a kitten’s. It was the tragedy of her 
life that she had not been born tall, slithery, dark and dangerous. 

“If Leon’s gone to his room, I believe I’ll slip up and have a 
little chat with him,” Susan murmured. 

“Hear, hear!” Tom crowed. “Didn’t I tell you that monk- 
business was the nerts? Here’s a lovely lady, the most lovely of 
them all,” with an elaborate bow for Susan, “so anxious to get 
behind that lock with Leon that she hasn’t hardly finished her 
first drink.” 

“T have!” Susan held up her emptied glass. 

“Leon’s not upstairs,” Ellen Witman told Susan. “He’s down 
in the recreation room or the laundry or some such place taking 
care of a Mrs. Jones or a Mrs. Smith who’s having a gorgeous 
heaving and sinking spell bordering on /ysterucs.” 

“Ts that the dame whose hubby has been phoning all evening 
to find out if she’s here?” Tom asked. 

“Ts her name really Jones or Smith?” ie a demanded. “TI 
knew a Mrs. Smith-Jones once... .” 

“Of course not!” Ellen snapped. “I don’t Ee her name. If 
Leon knows it, he didn’t tell anyone.” 

“I told Leon an hour ago to stuff her in a taxi and send her 
home,” Jim Young put in. 

“If he doesn’t, friend husband might arrive on the, scene and 
stuff Leon!” Tom chuckled. 

“TIl go see if I can be any help,” Susan suggested. 

Ellen said the woman was past helping. “I went down awhile 
ago, but Leon said he could manage her better alone.” 

“Naturally!” Tom winked knowingly. “God, if only I had 
half Leon’s sex appeal!” 
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“Vou’re too fat,” Myra said. “Fat men haven’t any sex ap- 
peal, Tommy.” 

“Says you!” Tom was the insulted one now. “You forget you 
have tendencies in that direction yourself; young woman. And 
the chocolates you consume! Besides, Leon’s no Adonis. He 
weighs as much as I do.” 

“But he’s taller and he has a way of wearing his clothes and 
such perfect manners and... .” 

Susan wandered away to dispose of her glass. She found an- 
other group in the kitchen. Funny how the kitchen always be- 
came the center of activity during a party. 

The Fitzgibbons were there; John telling one of his dirty 
stories; Ednah curled in his lap with adoring eyes on his face 
and appreciative bursts of laughter at the proper places. They 
were one of the few married couples who came to Leon’s. They 
hadn’t been married long and they prided themselves that theirs 
was a modern marriage, fifty-fifty in every way, including sex 
privileges. Susan was curious to see how long it would work. 

There were one or two people Susan didn’t know. Several 
pretty girls. Some men, standing apart, trying to out-drink one 
another. Noisy Aperton, being noisy, living up to her nick-name 
as usual and, as usual, making a fool of herself over a man. 

This particular man Susan had never seen before. He was un- 
commonly good looking. One of those big dark men with an 
arrogant superiority or masculinity about him who always offer 
such an attraction for women. And who always are frightfully 
made over and spoiled by them. His eyes were dark with lashes 
so thick and long that they gave him a brooding look. His hair 
was dark, too; rumply and thick. His smile was slow, slightly 
bored. He had a marvelous build; broad shoulders, tapering 
waist, powerful thighs. And he was quite beautifully lit. 

“Hi!” Noisy cried upon spying Susan. She jumped down from 
‘the sink, where she had been perched in order to display a length 
of silken limb—her best point—for the benefit of this dark 
young man, and came to put an arm around Susan. She was 
sharp featured, thin, prematurely grey. She was over-talkative, 
over-affectionate, extremely emotional. But she wasn’t a bad 
sort; Susan liked her. 

“You haven’t met Stan Reynard, have you, Susie? You must 
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` meet him. He’s a perfect lamb. And the handsomest creature, 
don’t you agree, darling? Stan, this is Susan Parks; brainy as 
well as beautiful. It’s a fact, though I suppose you won’t be- 
lieve me. . .. You men,” shaking her head roguishly, “never 
will give a woman credit! But Susie is brainy, she .. .” 

“Noisy, please!” Susan smiled. “Spare Mr. Reynard the sor- 
did details. I can tell by the look on his face he despises women 
who claim anything more permanent in their heads than the 
waves on top. You wouldn’t be so selfish as to want him to take 
a dislike toward me before I have a chance to make an impres- 
sion, now would you?” 

“Certainly not!” Noisy was indignant. “You know damned 
well I’m not selfish, Susie. I’ve plenty of faults, but that’s not 
one of ’em. I’ve been trying my damnest to make Stan all eve- 
ning. But so far I can’t even get a rise out of him. Did you 
know that was what I was after, Stanley?” She rolled her eyes 
at him. “T’ll give you a chance now, Susie. See if you can get 
any further than I did. If you do, be sure to let me know!” She 
left them with a wave of her hand, interrupting the story-session 
by pushing Ednah off John’s lap with the remarks that it was 
indecent for a wife to vamp her husband in public, especially 
when there were plenty of beds upstairs, and the request for an- 
other round of drinks. 

“So you think I object to intelligent females?” Stan Reynard’s 
dark eyes regarded Susan quizzically, appraisingly. 

So appraisingly that Susan answered coolly—she would let 
him see that here was one woman who wouldn’t try to “get a 
rise” out of him, “I’m sure you do. Men of your type always 
despise women with a single thought in their heads.” 

“How do you know what ‘type’ I am? Or that I’m.any type 
at all?” 

Susan raised her eyebrows—they were unusually lovely brows, 
unplucked, exquisitely arched. “Why aren’t you a type? Every- 
one is. There’s a pigeon-hole for every individual. Though, of 
course, every individual, like yourself, believes he is different, 
set apart, unlike anyone else.” 

“Trying to show off the grey matter?” his dark eyes were 
teasing. “You needn’t, you know. I don’t really mind if you 
have a few. You’re quite attractive enough to be allowed the 
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privilege. Even the added privilege of a sarcastic tongue and a 
nasty disposition. You’ve such a perfect body.” 

“I haven’t a nasty disposition. And as for sarcasm, I loathe 
ea he 

“I see you don’t deny the perfect body!” 

“Why should I?” She knew he was laughing at her. Not that 
her body wasn’t practically perfect; it was her best asset; the 
rest of her, her face, for instance, merely average. Oh, a bit 
above average, perhaps, with the use of clever make-up, proper 
care. “If you'll excuse me, I was going downstairs . . . wanted 
to look up Leon.” She would show him that his small smart talk 
made no impression upon her. 

“You were going,” he emphasized the past tense. “You’re not 
now. Now that you’ve met me.” 

“Hate yourself, don’t you?” 

“Why should I?” He mimicked her answer. Then as she 
started to turn away, he reached out a hand to detain her. 
“Don’t go—please!’’ His eyes were serious. “You know all men 
are conceited. But it’s because you women make us that way. 
Come along somewhere and talk to me. I promise to stop teas- 
ing. I like to see you color up and flash sparks. It’s damn few 
women who have any natural color under the drug-store splotches, 
or who show any signs of animation under their glazed exteriors 
these days. Come along ...I promise to discuss the recon- 
struction, the next war, Russian literature, the coming fashion 
trend or the weather. Whatever it is that an intelligent female 
likes to talk about.” 

“Pm not intelligent! Not in the way you mean. I despise so- 
called high-brow intelligentsia.” 

“Okey, you’re not intelligent then. Your rating reaches the 
fourteen-year-old mark. Isn’t that the average moron statistics 
in these United States?” 

“And I loathe the word female!” 

“Okey!” Stan linked an arm through hers, grinned down at 
her—and when he grinned he was irresistible—and knew it. 
“Loathe it all you want to. But you can’t deny it, woman! You’re 
a female. A gorgeous one! A provoking, alluring, altogether sat- 
isfying example in flesh and blood. Something tells me it’s going 
to be my undoing that you are! Your ‘femaleness’ gets under 
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- my masculine skin, lady! Come along! Let’s find a corner where 
we can get acquainted and I can do a little talking to you. . . .” 

“Oooh!” Noisy waved her glass at thera as they left the 
kitchen. “I see you had better luck than I did, Susie! Well, 
you’re some years younger and a damned sight better looking. 
Here’s to you! Glad you made him.” 

“Wrong again!” Stan called back over his shoulder. “Susan 
hasn’t even tried to make me, sorry to say. I’m trying to make 
her. And I warn everybody present to leave us strictly alone 
until I do!” 


CHAPTER TWO 


- THE only unoccupied spot they could find was on the stairway. 
Even this was not entirely without traffic as someone was al- 
ways wanting to go up or come down. 

They talked generalities. Susan found that he talked well, en- 
tertainingly, even interestingly. Just when she had decided there 
were no interesting or worth while people left in the world. 

Not that he pretended to be worth while. He admitted he 
wasn’t. “What’s the use?” he asked. 

Susan was sure she could not tell-him. 

“Drink and women are the only interesting or worth while 
things in life,” he declared. 

“T imagine you drink too much.” She thought he had had too 
much now. He had been drinking all the time they were talking 
and had just appropriated two more drinks, one for each of 
them, from the Fitzgibbons when they had wandered up the 
stairs, having taken Noisy’s advice about a bedroom. 

“Right,” Stan agreed with her. “I’m always either drunk, get- 
ting over being drunk, or starting to get drunk again. It’s the 
only way I’ve found to keep from being so damned bored you’d 
rather be dead. That, and as I said before, women.” 

Susan wanted to know if he hadn’t any ambition. 

“Christ no!” He was emphatic enough about that. 

“But Pll bet you could go pretty far if you had.” 

“T’ve gone far enough to be able to get what I want. Why 
waste time stacking up a -wad to leave to some distant relation 
who wouldn’t have sense enough to squander it on women and 
drink as he should?” 

Susan wanted to know what he did. She wanted to know all 
about him. Though she didn’t know why she did. 

He said there wasn’t much. He was in advertising. With Criegh- 
ton and Rowe. “An artist,” he added with a grin. “At least that’s 
what I call myself. My art consists in making idiotic lay-outs 
and dummies mostly. I handle the purchasing end of the racket, 
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too. But let’s not talk about me. Let’s talk about you. What is 
it you do with those brains of yours, Susan?” 

“When I tell you you'll discount the brains. I’m an authoress.” 

“Good God!” 

“Worse than that. I’m a regular fiction-factory. Pulp stuff, 
you know; we call them ‘pulp’ because they’re not printed on 
smooth paper. Glamour. Heart-throbs. Heaving bosoms and flut- 
tering eye-lashes. Heroines as pure as the driven snow. Horrible 
drivel, really, but it pays on a production basis. Keeps me in 
silk undies, lipsticks, all the frivolities so dear to the weaker sex.” 

“Think you’d do very well without the undies.” Stan’s dark 
eyes seemed to penetrate those she wore. “But if it’s as bad as 
that why don’t you do something else?” 

“Don’t know what it’d be. I haven’t any illusions about my 
talents. Never expect to do The Great American Novel. This 
keeps me in afore-said panties, since I was obliged to supply 
myself in some way.” 

“Married?” 

“Divorced.” 

“The same.” Stan grinned. “Another bond in common be- 
tween us. I presume you got tired supporting a husband, just as 
I got tired supporting a wife. Marriage is the worst crime ever 
inflicted upon anybody.” 

“You wouldn’t try it again?” 

“Never!” 

“Im not sure, though freedom and independence are mighty 
precious. Lord knows I’ve worked for mine. I’d have to think 
awhile before I’d give them up again. Or it would have to be 
because I couldn’t help myself.” 

“Go on,” Stan said, “tell me some more. Your face is all rosy 
and you're shooting sparks again.” 

“Am I?” Susan felt the hot blood in her cheeks. This time be- 
cause of something in his dark eyes, something more than just 
their intentness, admiration. Something that kindled those sparks 
as contact is made between two forces that electrify each other. 
“There’s nothing more to tell. As I’ve told you I’m a woiking 
goil; one of these modern women who considers herself man’s 
equal, knowing darn well she never can be, since this still is, and 
always will be, a man’s world.” 


14 Why Get Married 


“You shouldn’t want to be. It wasn’t intended you should be 
man’s equal. You’re not physically. Which is where old Ma Na- 
ture put one over on you gals and where you can put one over 
on the men. If you were the same as a man you couldn’t keep 
him forever guessing, trying to solve your mystery. And you’d 
rob existence of its chief delight, the battle—and the conquest— 
between the sexes.” He paused to take a gulp of his drink; asked 
abruptly: “D’you sleep with your editors?” 

Susan laughed, took a sip of her drink before answering. “How 
could I? I never met an editor, except through my agent. Edi- 
tors are in New York. I’m stuck here in this dumpy little mid- 
western town. But why do you ask me that question?” 

He waved his glass. “Just illustrating what I was saying. 
Thought if you did, you might now be rich and famous. Being 
a woman.” 

“Meaning that if I could sleep with my editors I’d wake up 
and find myself that way?” 

“Surely editors aren’t any different from Movie Magnates or 
Business Executives.” 

“Maybe not. Though I don’t believe it pays to mix business 
with pleasure.” 

“We won’t argue. Any argument between a man and a woman, 
especially if it’s about sex, is absolutely futile.” 

“Naturally,” Susan agreed. “They look at things from such 
different platforms. Old Mother Nature again. A man will go to 
bed with any woman, if she’s not too decrepit. A woman, unless 
she’s a prostitute, has to be more selective. Take myself; even 
if it were for fame and fortune, I’d still have to be attracted to 
the man, not only physically, but in many other ways, before 
Td even consider going to bed with him.” 

“Now we're getting some place!” Stan settled himself with 
satisfaction, looked into Susan’s eyes. “Do you think you could 
like me that. well?” 

“T hadn’t thought about it. Not on such short acquaintance.” 
Susan wondered if she was speaking the truth. There was no 
doubt about this man’s physical attraction. She had felt it the 
minute she had seen him. When he looked at her, as he was 
looking at her now, she could feel the hot color stinging her 
cheeks, pounding in her pulses. When her arm or leg had brushed 
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his, owing to the proximity of the stairs, she had experienced a 
tingling awareness, a delicious mixture of delight and fear. Once 
in a long while, twice to be exact for her, one met a man who 
attracted one in this way. A man who could simply bowl one over, 
sweep reason, everything else aside. 

When it wasn’t like that, it wasn’t worth having. Even though 
when it was over, and it always had to be over some time, it left. 
one more disillusioned. 

“Well,” Stan was saying, “I wish you would think about it. 
I herewith tender my application. I told you I knew you'd get 
under my skin. And that I was out to do my damnest.” 

“Oh, I don’t rate so high as a bed-mate,” Susan knew it was 
ridiculous to feel so hot and burning—damn it, this man did do 
things to her! “Not that I mean to pose as an innocent.” She 
didn’t mean to try to make him think that. “I’m over twenty- 
one. I’ve learned my way about.” 

“I doubt if you’ve been around so much. Though I wouldn’t 
want a woman who hadn’t had some experience. I wouldn’t have 
the patience required for a beginner.” 

“T began,” Susan explained, “with the usual ex-wife act. Went 
haywire after the divorce, tried to drown my sorrows. But I soon 
got fed-up. Found that a different bed, a different man were one 
and the same in the end.” 

“Vou didn’t meet the right man.” 

Susan was amused. “A man always says that. And holds out 
the hope that he’ll be the one. It’s his boast and bait. Women 
believe it—at least I know I did at first—which is why they keep 
on seeking. Funny, isn’t it?—and sad—that we keep on seeking 
something we'll never find?” 

“When you begin to feel sad it’s time to cut down on the 
drinks,” Stan advised. He finished his. “Don’t you know there 
isn’t anything to find? Except the momentary illusion of liquor 
and sex. Trouble with you women. You take life seriously.” 

“Um, maybe .. .” She wondered if it was the drinks that 
made her feel so exhilarated, so alive. 

They had to move over to let Noisy, with a man in tow, up 
the stairs. 

“I made this one!” Noisy boasted in passing. “Even though 
I didn’t get very far with you, Stan darling. How’re you coming 
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with Susie? She’s a hard nut to crack so take it easy! Hope all 
the bedrooms aren’t occupied!” 

The man with her colored slightly; he cleared his throat ‘and 
murmured something about getting his coat i Noisy pow- 
dered her nose. 

“Hypocrite!” Noisy grabbed his arm and pulled nim up after 
her. “You know my nose doesn’t need powdering! Susie and Stan 
and everyone else knows why we’re going upstairs. If there’s any- 
thing I hate it’s a gd hypocrite.” 

“Why do your own advertising?” Ellen Witman called from 
the davenport where she was sitting with Jim’s head in her lap, 
Tom on the other side. 

“That is good, coming from you!” Noisy yelled back. She 
pulled her man on up the stairs. 

Everyone laughed. Tom said it was time for another round. 

“Why don’t you go mix one then?” Jim grumbled. 

“Hated to leave such pleasant company,” Tom grinned. “Espe- 
cially when I know you two don’t want to be left alone.” He 
knew he wasn’t wanted; looked for someone else to pester. 

Stan saw him heading for them. “Go mix the drinks, that’s a 
good egg, Tommy,” he coaxed. 

“Susan hasn’t finished the one she’s got,” Tom returned. He 
winked. “But I get you, buddy.” He heaved a tremendous sigh. 
“Here I’ve been trying to make Susan ever since I was a 
DUD e 

“Susan wasn’t born when you were a pup!” Ellen bent to give 
Jim a long kiss, having uttered this last comment. 

“I was trying to make her, just the same,” Tom argued. “Give 
me a kiss, Susan. A teeny, weeny one, and TIl run along.” He 
stooped over her, landed a wet smudge on Susan’s quickly averted 
cheek. “Don’t get fidgety, Stan, I’m on my way, really I am. 
I know what you’re thinking! You wish I’d stay home with the 
wife and kids where I belong. Will when I’m dead. Then the old 
lady will know where to look for me!” He chuckled at what he 
considered a good joke. “Nobody loves a fat man. Nobody loves 
me.” 

“I love you, Tommy,” Myra, swaying slightly, trying to bal- 
ance a highball and put an arm around Tom’s neck at the same 
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time, declared stoutly. “I love you a lot.” She gave him a hearty 
smack. 

“No you don’t. You shush feel sorry for me,” Tom began to 
feel sorry for himself. 

“C’mon,” Myra tugged at him. “Lesh make a drink. . .” 
Arms entwined they stumbled toward the kitchen. 

“Thank God,” Stan breathed. 

“Tom means all right.” 

“Well meaning birds, when they can’t carry their liquor and 
begin to get sentimental, ought to be put out of their misery— 
where they belong—as he said.” 

“Tf everyone who should be hanged were hung,” Susan smiled. 

“See here!” Stan looked at her again, that so disquieting gaze. 
“You're not going to shy away from what we were talking about! 
That proposition I made to you. Don’t you think you could learn 
to like me well enough to go to bed with me?” 

“Is that your proposition?” Susan’s tone was bantering, but 
her pulses began to race. She could not look away from his eyes. 
She wasn’t at all sure that,she wanted to. 

“That—and anything you want to add to it. So long as we 
steer clear of any serious consequences.” 

“Oh! So you’re as cautious in your way as I am in mine!” 
She knew he was giving her warning that he would not take any- 
thing seriously. “You forget my sarcastic tongue and nasty dis- 
position!” 

“PI match mine against them.” He still would not let her 
look away. 

“But I have fits of temperament. Like getting up in the middle 
of the night to scribble.” 

“As long as you don’t get up in the middle of anything else!” 

“You know you don’t mean a word youre saying.” Yet she 
hoped he did! “Beisdes, as I told you, I haven’t known you long 
enough even to consider such a thing.” 

“Vou’re evading the issue; either you like a person well enough 
to go all the way when you first meet him, or you never like 
him. And you know damned well I mean every word I’m saying! 
What you need is another drink.” 

“Vou can’t seduce me by dazing me with alcohol, Mister!” 
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“T wouldn’t want you that way. But I do want you . . . God! 
you know I do. You know I’m serious .. .” 

He was holding her with more than his eyes now, although he 
‘had not offered to touch her. She trembled at the thought that 
he might—yet wished he would! “You aren’t. You.can’t be— 
now.” Su$an saw a means to terminate the issue—and to break 
the disturbing, binding look—as Myra came in sight. Myra stag- 
gering from the kitchen, her face a greyish-green, her hands 
clasped frantically over her mouth. “Here comes a lady in the 
alccholic, receptive mood. You might try your proposition on 
her, Stan. I’ll have to help her. Sorry. . . .” 

“You know I don’t proposition every one I meet!” he grum- 
bled. “Don’t see why you have to help her.” 

“Someone has to play girl-scout. Here, Myra,” Susan put a 
steadying arm around her waist. “Just lean on me. . . .” 

“You needn’t think you’re getting away from me!” Stan 
called, as he watched them up the stairs. “PI wait right here 
until you come back!” From where he sat he could glimpse the 
smooth satin of Susan’s bare legs, her rounded thigh, as her 
dress billowed and rippled into a wide swirl. He felt a prickling 
all over him. An inner rush of tension straining for release. 
Lord! if just looking at her could do that to him. 

He started to get up to get a drink, decided to sit down, smoke 
a cigaret instead. 

Here was one female who certainly had got him! 


CHAPTER THREE 


Susan held Myra’s head for her, got her into a bed, saw that she 
sank into a drunken stupor that would last for several hours. 

Coming out of the room, she met Leon. 

“Hello there, my dear!” his face lighted up; he held out both 
hands. “Someone said you were here. It is a long time since I’ve 
seen you. Where have you been keeping yourself?” He led her 
into his own room, closed the door, turned the lock. “In here we 
may find a few minutes privacy. Be able to talk.” 

“T’ve been hearing about your new lock!” Susan shook her 
head at him. “Myra claimed you put it on to keep the ladies out. 
Tom—to keep them in. He must be right, since I’m on the in- 
side!” 

“I put it on so’s I could get some sleep occasionally.” Leon’s 
eyes crinkled at their corners as they always did when he smiled. 
He was a huge man. Massively built. Large featured. His face 
almost ugly, until one knew him. 

No one knew much about Leon Justin. He spoke with an 
accent. He enunciated carefully; did not use slang, or have the 
gift of repartée. In fact he was a man who kept his own counsel. 
Although many people wondered about him, few asked questions. 
The few who did were rewarded with polite evasions. 

On the other hand Leon never inquired into anyone else’s busi- 
ness. He never passed judgment. He kept open house, was gen- 
erous almost to a fault, having been known to lend money to any- 
one he thought deserving, even when he knew it would never be 
paid back. Where he came by his money was another question 
open to speculation. There were rumors of big investments, in- 
heritance—that he was a descendant of nobility. His manners 
were excellent enough to credit the latter. They were not the 
ordinary American’s. Nor did he drink like an American. Or 
think like one. 

He was one of Susan’s best friends. She could talk to him as 
she had never talked to anyone else. At first he had tried to 
make love to her, thinking, as he later explained, that she would 
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expect it. When he found she didn’t, he accepted her on her own 
terms. 

“Every man a woman meets wants to go to bed with her,” 
Susan explained. “Friendship is much more precious and more 
lasting.” 

Leon agreed with her. She suspected he was glad to agree, 
since every woman, married or single, old or young, pursued him 
relentlessly. He was exceedingly polite to them all, giving in when 
he could not help himself without hurting their feelings—or 
when his own inclinations, which were perfectly normal, de- 
manded consummation. But Susan suspected, too, that at heart 
he was really shy with women. Or that he had been irrevocably 
hurt by one. 

“D’you mind if I rumple your bed?” Susan asked now as she 
flung herself, resting on propped elbows, upon it. She knew Leon 
was as particular about some things as any woman. He was 
scrupulously immaculate. 

“I don’t mind anything you do!” His assurance was prompt, 
sincere. He sat down on the bed himself, though more stiffly 
upright, as his dignity never quite deserted him. “Where have 
you been keeping yourself?” he asked again, “I’ve missed you.” 

“That’s nice. I like being missed by someone, especially you.” 
She leaned forward to give his hand a little pat, reached for a 
cigaret. “I’ve been working. Had a serial and several shorts prom- 
ised by the first. I’ve missed you, too, darling. Felt lonely, low, 
this evening, which is why I came up.” 

“Do you have to feel low, as you call it, before you come to 
see me?” He lighted her cigaret for her. “You know you're wel- 
come at all times, my dear. Though I cannot see why you should 
ever feel lonely. Anyone so young, so lovely.” 

“Now Leon,” Susan shook her head, “if you keep that up I 
shall think you locked that door for a reason!” 

“You know I would. If you’d allow me.” 

“And you know that isn’t so! You like me too much to make 
love to me. At least I hope you do.” She leaned back on her 
elbow again, relaxed, contented. She always felt content with 
Leon. 

“That would be impossible.” He said ““emposseble.” “You for- 
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get I’m a man, like all the rest. But you haven’t told me why 
you were lonely?” 

“T don’t know why.” She was thoughtful. “Sticking too close 
to the grindstone, in this case the typewriter, maybe. Or—well, 
you forget that I’m a woman, Leon!” She wrinkled her nose at 
him. 

“I do not! Even though I am so old I’m beginning to feel a 
touch of rheumatics or some such .. .” 

“You, old!” Susan laughed. She blew some smoke at him. 
“Don’t you know, darling, a man is never old! Though maybe 
that’s what’s wrong with me!” She gave a rueful grin. “If you 
promise, cross your heart and hope to die, not to tell, I'll tell 
you a secret.” He solemnly made a cross over his chest. “I just 
had a birthday. I was twenty-eight, Leon. Twenty-eight! Think 
of it!” She was silent a moment; took a deep breath. “Maybe 
that is why I felt blue. A woman can’t get old, lose her looks, 
her figure. When she does, she’s through. Maybe that’s why 
women are really monogamous. Why they’re so possessive, try to 
chain a man, after they capture him. The fear of getting old, not 
being wanted .. .” 

“You have many years before that could happen.” Leon took 
one of her hands in his, toyed with her fingers. “You're one of 
those women who won’t get old. When you are forty, fifty, still 
you will be young, lovely. You have that quality of youth, nat- 
uralness. . . . You have lovely hands, Susan.” 

“T have a broken fingernail from typing!” 

“That doesn’t matter. Your hands are lovely; so soft, yet so 
firm and capable.” He placed her hand back in her lap, gravely, 
as though afraid to hold it any longer. “But that is your great 
charm. You are so feminine, yet so natural. Not only in your ap- 
pearance, but in your actions, your thinking, all you do.” 

“I wish that were true,” her eyes thanked him. “I try to be 
natural, normal—hate affection, too. But sometimes I long to 
let my heart boss my head, kick over the traces, give in to the 
things I want to do.” 

“When you want to do that, why don’t you? Perhaps that’s 
what’s troubling you. It’s well for everyone, at times, to, what 
do you call it?-—keeck over those traces.” 

“Maybe you’re right.” Then she straightened up, knocked the 
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ashes from her cigaret. When she spoke again, it was lightly; a 
forced lightness to show that she’d shaken her serious mood. 
“Tell me, what do you know about this man Stan Reynard? 
How come I haven’t met him here before? Is he a particular 
friend of yours? What’s he really like, underneath his talk—or is 
his talk all there is to him . . . Do you like him?” 

Leon threw up his hands in protest. “You wouldn’t expect me 
to answer so many questions at one time! I expect that you know 
more about him than I do.” His small, dark eyes regarded her 
keenly. Jim brought him here. He is Jim’s friend. He’s been 
dropping in occasionally since. If you hadn’t stayed away you’d 
have met him sooner. But since you have met him—and like him 
so much—what is the difference?” 

“I didn’t say I liked him—so much.” Susan felt the ‘cole 
stealing into her cheeks. “Though, well, I guess I do,’ she 
laughed, returned Leon’s look candidly. “He’s quite the hand- 
somest creature I ever met. And I believe he has a very good 
mind, underneath his smart talk.” She found herself wondering— 
or was it hoping—if he would be waiting for her, as he had said 
he would. “He goes in for women, doesn’t he? And drinking. 
Is he as indifferent to everything else as he pretends?” 

Leon shrugged. “I told you you already know more about him 
than I. I understand Reynard comes from good stock, New Eng- 
land family. He claims he’s the black sheep. He holds a respon- 
sible enough position with a good house. Apparently he believes 
in doing what I was telling you you should do. With restrictions! 
Few of us have the courage for that, which is something in his 
FAVORS. 65.50” 

“But you don’t like him, do you?” Susan did not know why 
she should feel sure of that. Or why she should care. Stan Rey- 
nard was nothing to her. Leon a great deal. 

“I don’t dislike anyone,” Leon evaded. His eyes crinkled at 
their corners again. “But if you like him so much what else 
matters?” 

“You mean... youd even kick over the traces?” Susan 
smiled, but her voice trembled slightly. She leaned forward and 
ground out her cigaret. “Wouldn’t he—I mean any man—think 
a woman—well, cheap—if she gave in on short acquaintance, let 
him see how much she liked him? Isn’t it always better for a 
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woman to play a game, hold out, keep a man guessing as long as 
she can? Oh, you know what I mean, Leon; what I’m trying to 
say!” She got up and stood before him, looking down at him 
earnestly, pleadingly; almost as though she were asking him to 
give her something. 

He returned her look; tried to answer honestly. “No, I rather 
think it is the cheap woman who leads a man on, teases him; 
then yields, as he’s known all along she would, in the end. A real 
woman gives herself without pretense or play-acting. A man re- 
spects her more because of that. As for you,” he-got up, put an 
arm around her, drew her to him, “you could not possibly pre- 
tend emotions you did not feel—play a game—if you wished. 
And no man, if he had a grain of sense, could ever think you 
cheap.” 

“You darling!” Susan brushed his lips with hers, but there 
was no flame, no spark behind the caress. His touch did not 
awaken anything more than a deep affection within her. She 
drew away now slightly, laughingly: “If we don’t show up down- 
stairs pretty soon they will begin to believe you’ve locked your 
door for a purpose—especially after the way I’ve mussed your 
bed!” 

“I wish I had!” He answered promptly. 

Susan took it as his usual form of gallantry. She did not see 
his eyes as they lingered on her as she crossed the room to un- 
lock the door. 

“It’s been so nice, having you to myself for a little while,” she 
turned once more, gave his hand a little squeeze. ‘““Thanks, darling, 
for letting me talk to you. Thanks for everything.” She did not 
know just what it was that she was thanking him for. She only 
knew that being with him had given her something. Renewed con- 
fidence, courage—happiness, rising, spreading within her. 

If Leon wondered what her thanks were for he did not ask. He 
held open the door for her. 

Tom Hamilton was just coming out of the bathroom. He 
stopped when he saw them, stared, burst into a roar of laughter. 
He bent double with it, rocked back and forth. Noisy, dishevelled, 
bleary-eyed, stuck her head ou€ of another bedroom door to see 
what was happening. Myra, still swaying slightly, rubbing her 
eyes, came to investigate. 
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“Ho, ho! Ha, ha!” Tom roared. “Didn’t I tell yuh? Ole monk 
Leon! Didn’t I tell yuh why he had that great big lock put on 
his door?” He wagged his finger knowingly, mockingly at Leon 
and Susan. “Ole monk Leon. And Susan who makes believe she’s 
so snooty Sunday-school. This is the time you both got caught. 
You can’t deny it. Naughty, naughty!” He teetered on his heels, 
broke into another roar of laughter. 

Leon did not attempt to deny anything. Susan started to say 
something, glanced at Leon’s unperturbed indifference; decided 
to let it pass, too. If it gave Tom so much amusement to think 
they had just indulged in a party, why spoil his fun? 

“Susie isn’t snooty!” Noisy yelled at Tom. “Just ’cause she 
can’t see you for your own dust. Susie’s no prude. She’s the same 
as the rest of us. Only she isn’t as loud about it.” She slammed 
the door of her room. No pretense about Noisy, having been in- 
terrupted, she had her say and went back to the business on hand. 

“God, I feel lousy!” Myra moaned. “Why’d you have to wake 
me up? Can’t someone get me something? I think I’m going to 
die.” 

“We’ll send roses if you do, dearie!” The girl behind Tom drew 
her mouth into a sneer. “Why don’t someone give her arsenic? 
It would hasten the process.” 

“Shut up, you!” Myra tried to grab a handful of the girl’s hair. 

Leon broke them apart. He shook his head at the girl. “Come,” 
he put a hand under Myra’s arm, “TIl see what can be done for 
you. We couldn’t allow anyone so pretty and young as you to die.” 

“Only the good die young,” the girl drawled. 

“Oh, dry up!” Tom scowled at her. “I don’t see wings sprouting 
on you.” Then as Leon and Myra disappeared into the bathroom, 
he seemed seized with an inspiration. He took the girl by the 
shoulders; shoved her toward Leon’s room. “We’ll see how good 
mou) are,....).” 

Susan heard the lock click. She went on down the stairs. Her 
heart seemed to quicken with every step. He had said he’d wait. 

. . It had been a long time. Probably he hadn’t even meant it 


. had forgotten he’d said it . . . forgotten her... . 
Ellen and Jim were still on the davenport, asleep in each other’s 
arms. No one else in sight . . . all the voices came from the 


kitchen. Susan’s heart sank, seemed to become a weight. She 
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could see Stan with a group of men. He had forgotten, of course. 
He glanced up, saw her, started toward her instantly. Her heart 
began beating again. That sense of happiness within her became 
a dizzy, heady feeling. 

He closed the door—carefully—between the hall and the 
kitchen, met her at the foot of the stairs. 

“Tve waited a long while.” He took one of her hands in his— 
if he’d been drinking continuously he did not show any effects, 
unless it was that his eyes were a bit bloodshot. He drew her 
toward him. “I’ve waited long enough—too long. How about it? 
Been thinking it over? Made up your mind?” His dark eyes 
mocking, tender, looked deeply into hers. “You’re sweet,” he 
murmured. “Even sweeter than I thought before. You set me on 
fire. I’m mad about you... got to have you... .” His lips 
found hers in a long kiss. 

Susan knew then, if she had not guessed it before, that she was 
lost. No use trying to put up any defense—pretense. Not after a 
kiss like that. A moment of pure bliss. 

She was glad no one had seen. It had not been a kiss, or a mo- 
ment, for an audience. 

“I knew it would be like that!” he murmured. “Don’t you see? 
We belong . . . we’ve got to have each other. You'll let me go 
with you now? You won’t put me off? Send me away?” 

“No,” Susan’s grey eyes—they were almost black now—met his 
fearlessly. “I won’t put you off. I'll go with you . . . anywhere.” 

Kick over the traces. Get burnt once more. Well, what the hell! 
That was life, wasn’t it? If you wanted fire you had to pay for it. 
If you wanted it so much that you could not help yourself you did 
not give a damn. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


SuSAN and Stanley had been living together for several weeks. At 
least Susan supposed that was what one would call it, although 
since Stan refused actually to move in with her, it might not be 
exactly that. Anyway Stan was there most of his time. 

Susan could not see why he did not give up his rooms and 
make the move definite. They had more than one argument con- 
cerning this. Susan spiritedly; Stan good-naturedly, but stub- 
bornly. 

“T’ve got my toothbrush, comb, shaving paraphernalia and a 
change of clothing here now,” Stan would argue. “That’s all I 
need. Not a bit of sense moving over the rest of my junk. Haven’t 
much more, anyway. I’ve told you I only hang on to what I need, 
don’t believe in cluttering existence with useless accessories.” 

“But, darling, youd be so much more comfortable! You 
wouldn’t always have to be chasing back and forth. . . .” 

“Need the exercise,’ Stan grinned. “It’s about all I get. Be- 
sides it’s better for me to have a place that I can crawl into when 
I get too stiff and want to sleep it off, and better for you to 
know you can kick me out if you get fed up, feel like being alone, 
or want to work. Nope,” he shook his head, “we’ll keep our 
domiciles separate, woman. As long as I’m camping here I'll pay 
my share, as I’ve been doing, but. .. .” 

“Tt isn’t that!” 

“I know, you don’t want me to do that much, but I’m no 
gigolo, honey, or dumbbell. We’re getting along swell. Why not 
let well enough alone?” 

Susan was obliged to agree to that. She did not tell Stan that 
her main reason had been to help him cut down expenses. She 
had found that although his job was a responsible one it did not 
pay any too well. Not well enough certainly for the way Stan 
threw his money around. Then, too, she had thought she could 
go over his clothing and try to put it in shape. His shirt cuffs 
were frayed, his socks needed darning, his ties looked as though 
they had never been pressed; she had sewed more than one but- 
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ton on his underwear when he wasn’t looking and he had a cigaret 
burn in the sleeve of his very best suit. He needed someone to 
look after him. 

Still maybe that was just what Stan did not want. She knew his 
loathing for marriage ties, that “wifely attitude” as he expressed 
it. Perhaps he was wise in refusing to move. Perhaps he felt that 
keeping separate quarters would help keep the relationship they 
had established more intact. 

It was a satisfactory relationship. They did indeed seem to 
“belong,” as Stan had said after that first kiss. It was not only 
that they belonged as lovers—and oh! they did, beautifully, mar- 
velously—but they belonged in many other ways. Not only just 
in such minorities as drinking their coffee black, preferring French 
dressing to mayonnaise, or sharing a liking for sunsets over the 
lake and a dislike for crooners and codfish balls, but they could 
be together for hours without becoming bored. They did not 
always agree on everything, more often than not Stanley dis- 
agreed, sometimes Susan suspected primarily for love of an ar- 
gument, but fundamentally they shared the convictions that mat- 
tered most. 

Susan had a really good Steinway. She played quite well. 
Beethoven, Chopin, the French moderns. She was delighted to 
discover that although Stan could not read a note he had the gift 
of perfect pitch and could pick up anything he heard, put it into 
any key, improvise charmingly and entertainingly—especially 
when he was well-oiled. 

“Tt’s a crime!” Susan declared. “To think you never had train- 
ing, such a waste of talent. You could have been a far better 
musician than I could ever hope to be.” In her enthusiasm she 
over-rated his ability, which though perom, was far from con- 
taining the elements of genius. 

“I wouldn’t have practised if I’d bon given the chance,” Stan 
realized his short-comings, if Susan didn’t. “Can you picture me 
doing finger scales and exercises? Or dyked up with long hair and 
a flowing tie?” 

Susan did not try to tell him that all musicians did not wear 
long hair or take to eccentricities in their dress. She had dis- 
covered, rather to her amusement, that in some things Stan was 
a regular Babbitt. There was his viewpoint regarding Leon, for 
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instance. Susan had given up all hope that the two could ever 
become friends. Not that that would be Leon’s fault. But Stan 
had decided Leon was “queer.” Anyone as American as Stan nat- 
urally thought anyone as un-American as Leon could not be 
normal. Stan even went so far as to insist Leon must have secret 
vices and abnormalities. 

Susan was indignant. “Leon’s the most natural, the most decent 
man I’ve ever known!” 

Stan insisted she did not know him then. He said that since 
Leon didn’t drink, chase, or gamble, he must do something. 
“Hell!” Stan said, “you can’t tell me. I bet if you knew that 
guy you’d find he’s an introvert or extrovert or some damn thing. 
Why he runs a regular bawdy house, a genteel assignation joint. 
Why does he do that? Can you tell me?” 

Susan could not. She could not let Stan talk that way about 
Leon, though. She gave up her attempts to discuss, or defend, 
her friend. 

She found that Stan had another talent, this more real than 
his music. He could sketch anyone or anything, given a few 
moments. More than mere sketching he lent his subject a touch 
of meaning or characterization. He brought Susan, upon much 
persuasion, several black and whites he had done in Life Class 
when he studied one year in Paris. Susan did not pretend to know 
technique, line or dimensions, but she did know these were clever. 
Nothing wishy-washy about them, nothing smug. They were bold 
and free. They had charm and simplicity. She had them mounted 
and framed. Hung on the wall near her desk, they were her proud- 
est possessions. 

These weeks had been a regular honeymoon. As near perfection 
as humanly possible. Idyllic. Susan had not done much work, the 
serial was out of the way, three or four hours a day were all she 
needed to turn out the shorts on schedule. She might not have 
done that much only that Stan had to give some time to his office. 

“T don’t want to interfere with your work,” Susan told him 
anxiously, more than once. It did not matter that he was inter- 
fering with hers. 

He assured her she wasn’t. He could come and go pretty much 
as he pleased in his job, always outside affairs to attend to, he 
never spent more time than necessary at the office. 
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Susan was afraid that was all too true. After the first few 
weeks she began to urge him to devote more time to more serious 
concerns. “I’ll have to do the same,” she laughed, “or my agent 
will be wiring frantically to find out if I’ve got lá grippe or trip- 
lets. I suppose,” wistfully, “that we’d better realize the honey- 
moon’s over, since all honeymoons must end some time, darling. 
We should settle down to more serious living.” 

“Not going to get serious on me so soon!” Stan put an arm 
out to pull her down to his lap. They had just finished dinner 
which Susan had cooked. “Gee, that was a swell feed, hon!” He 
gave her a kiss, a little one, to tease her. “I thought you told 
me you weren’t domestic. Supposed you couldn’t boil water. You 
were holding out on me!” 

Susan said she could cook plain food, steaks, chops, but no 
fancies. “And you know I wouldn’t hold out anything on you, 
darling.” The kiss she gave him was long. 

“Hate fancy junk . . . all men do. A good steak suits me any 
cme... 

“You’re trying to change the subject! Ttrying to buy me off 
with compliments. I’m on to you, villain!”? She tweaked his ear. 
“Don’t you think I’m right? That we ought to settle down to 
more of a routine. You really oughtn’t to come here every noon, 
darling, when you get such a late start in the mornings and quit 
so early in the afternoons. .. .” 

“You said it’s been a honeymoon, didn’t you?” Stan inter- 
rupted. “All honeymoon husbands come home for matinees. You 
know they’re the nicest. Besides, what man could resist coming 
home to you—especially when you cook such steaks!” 

“Tt has been fun, hasn’t it?” Susan cuddled down into his lap 
in blissful content. “A real honeymoon, much realer than most, 
I imagine. Don’t think for a moment I want it to end! It breaks 
my heart to think of it ending ever,” her arms tightened about 
his neck; almost she could feel her heart beginning to break at 
the thought. “Oh, if only it could go on like this! Why can't it 
last forever, darling?” 

Stan laughed. “Nothing lasts that long,” he reminded. He was . 
touched, though a bit amused, in his masculine superiority, at 
her fervor. “Honeymoons and harvest moons, even Kate Smith’s 
moon, must come to an end. You women! Always wanting every- 
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thing to last. Why can’t you be satisfied with the present, without 
worrying so much about the future that you take the enjoyment 
of the present away?” 

“T don’t know why,” though she knew that was true. “Women 
are just like that. We want to keep the things we love, even when 
the love has faded, when we know we can’t... . But tell me, 
do you like me a little? Now that you know me, now that you’ve 
seen me sans paint and powder, sans everything; seen me gay and 
seen me sad; discovered my faults and idiosyncrasies. Do you 
think I’m nice?” 

“T think you’re beautiful.” That was always his answer. Beauty 
was his measuring rod. For women. In Susan’s case he was right. 
She may not have been beautiful in the accepted standard, but 
she had that elusive quality that meant much more. She had it 
more, now that she loved, and was loved. Not only that inner 
glow of radiance, but she spent more time, took extra pains, to 
accentuate her best points for his sake. She had facials and sham- 
poos and manicures. She had even had a new hair cut! Combed 
back from her forehead to revéal the natural hairline, close to her 
head in two deep, wide waves. 

“You’ve a gorgeous head,” Stan had said when he first saw the 
cut; and had proceeded to sketch it to show her. 

She had recklessly indulged in some new clothes. She wore 
pajamas when she worked, but she knew men liked frillier, more 
feminine things. She bought an exquisite negligeé, shell-pink satin, 
soft and smooth as a baby’s cheek, trimmed lavishly in gobs and 
gobs of fluffy ostrich; a dinner gown by Hattie Carnegie, plain 
black but cut on lines only an artist could create; a street frock 
that bore the clever imprint of Gladys Parker and the youthful- 
ness her designs achieve; any number of ridiculously fragile 
underthings. And, of course, a new hat. A woman, when she wants 
to dress for a man always buys a new hat if she can’t possibly buy 
anything else—sometimes even when she shouldn’t buy that. 

“But,” Susan persisted now; she was wearing the negligeé. “Do 
you like me—for myself?” 

“Do I have to tell you?” Stan asked. 

“Do you like me in my new negligeé?”” He was the most dif- 
ficult man to extract compliments from. Especially when he knew 
she was fishing. 
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“Shall I show you?” His dark eyes began to smolder. He slipped 
the negligeé from her shoulder, buried his lips against her cool, 
fragrant flesh. “You know how I like you best!” His eyes, lifted 
to hers again, were glazed; she could see a blue vein throbbing in 
his temple. He stood up, still holding her in his arms, carried her 
across the room. 

“What are you going to do with me?” She kicked and squirmed, 
pretending to want to get down. 

“Show you how I like you,” his breath came in short gasps; he 
lifted her high, let her plop on to the bed. She started up in flight; 
there was a terrific struggle, half in play, half serious. She was 
panting too now; her pulses racing as fiercely as his. He held her 
prisoner in an embrace that blocked her wind. 

“Let me go!” Her fists pummeled his chest. She wanted him to 
let her go—and yet she didn’t. He was a cave-man now, face grim 
and sweaty, hair rumpled and on end; his shirt torn by the 
struggle. _ 

“Let you go... I will not!” The gleam in his eye was wick- 
edly triumphant. “You wanted me to show you how I like you 
best. . . . Like this .. .” his mouth closed hard on hers, his 
hands explored soft rounded curves and hollows. “Like this .. . 
negligeé be hanged! . . . and this, little sweet . . . and this .. .” 

“No, no!” she struggled, urged by some innate, primitive force 
that made her taut, unyielding. “Not now . . . some other time 

. hot yet. . . .” Fright and delight mingled, conflicted, merged. 
A surge of emotion welled up within her so powerful, so terrific 
that it overcame any other force, so that now she was subdued, 
as she had wanted to be . . . submissive. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


STAN phoned that he would be late. “May not be able to make it 
at all tonight, honey,” he said regretfully. “We have to shoot some 
pictures down at the studio, mob stuff, you know how long that 
TAKE n7 

“That’s okey,” Susan interrupted cheerfully. “I’ve been work- 
ing pretty steadily, feel rather tired. I’ll take a hot bath and hop 
into bed.” 

“Wish I could hop with you,” she heard his chuckle over the 
wire. “But if that’s your program, guess I won’t come in tonight. 
No use disturbing you. It’ll be late.” 

“Don’t work too hard,” Susan’s voice was tender. “Bye, bye, 
darling. Love me a little, still?” 

“A little! Wait till I get ahold of you tomorrow. ... We'll 
make up for tonight. So long . . . have a good sleep.” 

Stan’s office was having one of those rushes that often occur 
after a lull. He had had to work several nights lately, sometimes 
nearly all night. The first time he had insisted Susan come up and 
watch. They were shooting some commercial photographs. He 
thought she might be interested. She was, but it got tiresome as 
they had to take the same shots over and over until they got one 
that was not “fuzzy,” besides being correct in balance and 
perspective. 

Susan felt more or less like useless baggage and that maybe she 
took Stan’s mind from the matter in hand. The next time he asked 
her to run up, she said she would stay in and get some extra work 
done herself. ; 

She was glad Stan was giving his work more attention and time. 
He was such an irresponsible darling. Given the slightest excuse 
he could find a dozen others to back it up if it would bring what 
he wanted to do, rather than what he should be doing. He was a 
MEATS ae 

She did not feel one bit sleepy. She had fibbed when she had 
told Stan she was tired. She had not got back to a strenuous 
schedule yet; her mind was too much on other things, chiefly 
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Stan. There was always the chance that he might drop in unex- 
pectedly; she could not allow him to catch her lounging in old 
pajamas, dishevelled, her face smudged with typewriter ink. It 
took her hours to get back into a working mood again after he left. 

She decided to run up and have a talk with Leon. She hadn’t 
seen him in weeks. Not since that last time, that never-to-be- 
forgotten evening when she had met Stan. She did not want Leon 
to think she was neglecting him. It would be good to see him. 

She did not know that the main reason she went was that she 
wanted to talk with-someone about Stan. 

As usual there was a party. Susan had to take time for a few 
drinks. She learned that Leon already had gone to bed. He often 
did that, though usually not until the hilarity had risen to a more 
frenzied degree. 

At first she thought she would not disturb him; then she de- 
cided to slip up and knock at his door. If he had not gone to sleep, 
_ they could have a short chat. 

“It’s Susan,” she called, “if you’re sleepy, tired, don’t bother. 

He unlocked the door. He was in pajamas, his black velvet robe 
thrown about his shoulders. His eyes were sleepy. He looked tired. 
Terribly tired, Susan thought, with a little pang of concern. 

“T told you not to get up if you were tired,” she reproached. 
“T’ll run along . . . some other time.” 

He drew her into the room; bolted the door again. “You know 
I’m never too tired to see you, Susan.” 

Susan gave him a light kiss. She was so full of her own happi- 
ness, she wanted to share it. “You climb right back into bed—yes, 
you shall!—or TIl go. Let me tuck you in. . . a pillow behind 
your back. . . . There, is that comfy? Now you can rest while 
we chat. Though I promise not to stay too long.” She sat down 
beside him, reached for a cigaret. 

“No thank you,” he refused the one she offered him. “I’m sh 
ing to cut down. Doctor’s orders. . . .” 

“Have you been ill!” If he had, Ga she’d neglected him, she 
never would forgive herself. 

He shook his head. “Just tired. So much confusion downstairs. 
It becomes trying at times.” 

“T should think it would!” She burned with indignation, “Why 
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don’t you send them home? Why haven’t they sense enough to see 
you're not well.” 

“But I am well . . . enough. I wouldn’t want them to go... . 
But tell me,” he changed the subject, caught one of her hands in 
his, “how have you been, my dear? It’s quite evident that you 
haven’t been feeling badly!” 

“Tm fine . . . and oh! so happy, Leon!” Her happiness shone 
in her eyes. “So frightfully happy that . . . well . . . it is fright- 
ening!” She laughed. “Have you ever been that happy, Leon? Do 
you know what I mean? It’s frightening to be so. happy, isn’t it? 
When you know it can’t always last. i 

“If you know that,” his eyes crinkled at their corners, the pres- 
sure on her hand was reassuring, “then perhaps your happiness 
may last longer than you expect. Be happy while you can, my 
dear.” 

“That’s what Stan says,” Susan nodded. “He says it’s like a 
woman to want to borrow trouble, look ahead. . . .” 

“Then Stan is the cause of so much happiness?” 

“Yes .. . didn’t you know?” 

“I suspected as much. When a woman looks as you look, as 
though she were lighted from within by some radiant warmth, 
_there’s usually a man.” 

“He’s such a darling,” Susan confided with a little rush. “If you 
could know him as I do, Leon! Not that I mean he’s perfect; he’s 
irresponsible, stubborn as the devil, an incurable egotist. But he 
knows all that. He’s frank, honest, aware of his short-com- 
MGS: os. 

“That’s to his credit.” 

“Tsn’t it?” Susan nodded. She thought it generous of Leon; she 
knew it was much more so than Stan would have been toward 
him. Stan had taken such a dislike to Leon; intensified, no doubt, 
just because she was so fond of him. Stan even said he wouldn’t 
go to Leon’s any more, and asked her not to. Though of course 
she had been unable, and unwilling, to promise any such thing. It 
was selfish of Stan. But then he was selfish. . . . 

“He’s never grown-up,” Susan mused aloud; “he’s one of those 
men who never will. I suppose that’s why one can’t hold his faults 
against him. But he can be so marvelous when he wants—and so 
lovable!” Her eyes held a far-away look. “D’you know, Leon, I 
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used to think there wasn’t such a thing as the right man—maybe 
that still holds good if perfection is what one wants—but now I 
know there’s such a thing as the right lover! I used to think that 
didn’t matter much, but now I know differently! I know now 
what it is to be loved! There’s one thing in which Stan is perfec- 
tion plus. As a lover he’s perfect . . . marvelous. . . .” 

“Lucky devil!” Leon said. She did not notice that he let her 
hand slip from his. “He’s just the sort to be lucky with a woman 
like you. Charming, intelligent; a woman meant to be a wife and 
mother .. .” 

“Its more than a motherly attachment,” Susan laughed. “No 
complex mixed with it. Though I do find myself wanting to take 
care of him, wanting to mend his clothes, tell him to put on rub- 
bers when it rains. But he despises what he called the ‘wifely 
attitude.’ Can you imagine me, Leon, getting into such a state as 
I’m in? What do you make of it? Isn’t it too ridiculous?” 

“I shouldn’t say it was reedeculous, exactly,” Leon looked at 
her; he seemed to consider before he continued: “I should say 
that it sounds to me as though you were in love.” 

“Tn love!” Susan looked surprised; she drew her brows together, 
considering. “Well, of course I suppose I am... in a way. 
Though not in love as you mean it.” 

“Why not?” 

“I don’t believe in love. The old-fashioned, everlasting kind. 
You know you don’t either, Leon!” 

“But I do.” His face was grave. “It is all I do believe in, my 
dear. Almost I might say that it is my religion.” 

“I didn’t suppose you had any religion.” Susan spoke lightly; 
but she was still surprised. 

“Tf I didn’t I could not go on,” Leon answered quietly. Some 
day Susan was to understand what he meant. 

She didn’t now; she was silent. “Maybe you're right,” she said 
after awhile, “maybe I am in love with Stan. We do seem to be- 
long, those are his words, though I think I feel it more than he,” 
candidly, wistfully. “He’s as wary of any ties, responsibility, as 
a bull is of a red flag. He says nothing on earth would ever per- 
suade him to marry again. But tell me,” she ground out her cig- 
aret, at the same time shaking off the earnestness of her mood, 
“do you believe in marriage, too, Leon, as well as love?” 
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“It depends upon what you mean by marriage,” he returned; 
his mood still grave: “Not the modern conception. Marriage is 
like anything else; one must work at it to make it become a suc- 
cess. These days nobody wants to work at anything. The minute 
the bubble bursts they will have none of it. The men lie and cheat, 
the women start out in search of a new excitement. . . . I ought 
to know,” he added wryly. “I have seen enough of it.” 

“Poor Leon!” Susan smiled at him fondly. “It’s awful the way 
the women pursue you, won’t leave you alone. Even I!”’ she 
glanced at her watch, “here I promised to stay only a little while 
and I’ve nearly talked you to death!” 

“You’ve done most of the talking,” his reminder held a teasing 
note. “But don’t go,” she started to get up, “don’t be in a hurry.” 

“T haven’t! I must go, darling.” Stan had said he wouldn’t come 
to the apartment that night, but there was always the chance that 
he might. “Now don’t you get up!” She pushed Leon back against 
his pillows. “I can find my way to the door!” She knew her protest 
was useless as Leon insisted upon opening it for her. 

She held up her lips for a good-bye kiss. His arm pulled her 
against him, almost roughly; but he did not offer to take her lips. 

“Be happy,” he said bruskly. “Sometimes happiness lasts a long 
while, even forever! I hope yours will, my dear.” 

Downstairs Susan met Noisy, joining the party, as she left. 
Noisy had a man. A boy, really. One of those not-yet-dry-behind- 
the-ears variety. Plastered hair, flabby grin, wise-cracks for con- 
versation. Heavens! if Noisy was going to begin cradle-snatching. 
Some things were too disgusting. Poor Noisy, Susan wondered 
what it was, what had happened to her, to make her do such 
things. . 

“Hi, there!” Noisy was delighted to see Susan; she threw her 
arms around her, gave her a kiss. “Where you been keeping your- 
self? Why don’t you come around oftener? What you running 
away for now? Bunny and I . . . oh, for God’s sake you haven’t 
met Bunny—Bunny, come here this instant! Want you to meet 
Susie. Want Susie to meet my Bunny. Isn’t he precious? A bit 
unfledged, but now that I’ve taken him under my experienced 
wing, he’s learning. .. . Oh! he’s learning fast! We’ve been 
hitting the high-spots, Bunny and I,” she did not allow time for 
them to acknowledge the introduction, if it could be called that, or 
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if Bunny’s sheepish stare and Susan’s curt nod could be called 
acknowledgment. “Hittin’ them high! Which reminds me, Susie 
my love, we bumped into a boy friend of yours! Literally bumped 
into him on the floor at the Rainbow.” 

“Boy friend,’ Susan murmured. “Have I got one of those, I 
WONdEE o r i 

“If you haven’t, you sure oughta have!” The Bunny specimen’s 
stare widened into open approval and admiration of Susan’s 
sleek, slender person. He gave her what he must have thought the 
last word in a “come-hither” look. “TIl bet you have to keep a 
body-guard to keep ’em off!” 

“Susie’s smart enough to do that job herself!” The look had 
been wasted on Susan; but not lost on Noisy. She gave Bunny a 
shove toward the kitchen. “Run along, enfant, and sell your pea- 
nuts. Mix us a drink. As I was saying, Susie, we bumped, actually 
bumped—you know that inch of a floor at The Rainbow where 
you can’t do anything but bump into everybody—well, we bumped 
right into Stan Reynard—and who d’you suppose he was with?” 

“Im sure I don’t know,” Susan said. Stan at The Rainbow, 
when he’d said he’d be working. . . . Oh, surely he wouldn’t stoop 
to such small deceit... . 

“That Jackie de Monte—the hussy! Yes, she is—you know I’m 
not one to toss pebbles at anyone’s solarium, but that de Monte 
girl is a cheap little golddigger. She’s no apostle of free love, 
though she’s free enough. . . .” 

“Was Stan with Jackie?” Susan wondered how her voice could 
sound so natural. “I don’t know her, only met her once or twice— 
she’s an artist’s model, isn’t she?—she’s certainly a beautiful girl. 
Maybe she isn’t as bad as she’s painted, Noisy. . . .” 

“You would say that!” Noisy hooted. “No one could paint ker 
bad enough.” 

“You must have a personal grudge against her!” The smile on 
Susan’s face might have been painted on. “I wouldn’t let anyone 
get under my skin so much. But Noisy, I really do have to be 
going)...” 

“Aw stay and have one more lil drink,” Noisy linked an arm 
through hers. “Here comes Bunny now.” 

“Sorry,” Susan managed to withdraw her arm; the sight of 
Bunny was enough to drive her away, if there had been no other 
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reason. “I really must go, Noisy. Another time. . . .” She knew 
she could not keep even a painted smile much longer, or endure 
much more of Noisy’s chatter. Noisy would not have told her 
about Stan and Jackie if she had thought it would matter. Noisy 
had her faults, but she was kind hearted. 

Driving home, Susan tried to think. It was difficult when feeling 
burned, like a hot white flame, within, consuming, shutting out 
everything else. So this was the beginning of the end. The end of 
her happiness. It was not that she had hoped, or expected Stan to 
remain true, faithful—whatever that might mean—to her in- 
definitely. But she had hoped he might a little longer! She won- 
dered if he had been with Jackie, or someone, on the other nights 
he had had to work. Not that that was what mattered most, either. 
What did was that he had thought he had to deceive her, pretend, 
lie about it. She had thought him above that; had hoped he would 
know she would be. 

Well, he hadn’t. He’d acted as any other man, most men to be 
quite fair, would have acted. Partly to spare her feelings, no 
doubt, her pride. It did hurt her pride. It hurt much more than 
Peake. 5. 

Stan with someone else—the minute the honeymoon, as they 
had called it, was over—almost before it was over. Their relation- 
ship had meant so much, seemed so nearly perfect; certainly as 
perfect physically, if that were what Stan cared for most, as 
humanly possible. Yet he had sought another so soon—was it 
because men, especially a man like Stan, must always seek new 
contacts, outlets? Couldn’t a woman hope to hold that sort of man 
in any way? 

But what was the use . . . she had known /it could not last. 
Only that evening she’d said as much to Leon. Said she was so 
happy she was frightened. He had agreed that she should not 
expect it to last—yet he’d hoped, at parting, that it might for her. 
` It was amusing now to think how short-lived his wish had been. 
It was ironic, like most of life... . 

Jackie de Monte. . . . Susan knew that everything Noisy had 
said of the girl was true. To think Stan would deceive her, smudge 
their relationship, for a girl like that. Not so complimentary! 
Maybe Stan had been right in deceiving her to spare her pride. 
She had tried to give him something besides her body. 
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Maybe he did not want anything else. Maybe she was a fool to 
have given so much, when he’d only wanted the one thing, so 
easily got. Well, let him get that from Jackie and her kind! They 
couldn’t give him anything else. Maybe she was the bigger fool to 
think there was anything else to give... . 

“Idiot!” she muttered angrily. She hadn’t even been able to hold 
him with that. 

Worse than that. She had gone and fallen in love with the man. 


CHAPTER SIX 


SUSAN was writing a book. It was really Stan’s doings. He had 
been at her all the time to stop work she disliked, that bored her, 
‘and give a try to something more interesting. He even offered to 
stake her, though goodness knows how he could have managed! so 
that she could. 

Susan had assured him it wasn’t that; she could get along for 
awhile without financial assistance; it was mostly that she was not 
at all sure she could turn out better work, given the chance. 

“Hell, you can try, can’t you?” Stan answered. “You’re always 
preaching to me about ambition. If you want to do anything 
enough, you can put it over.” Stan was not victim to any infer- 
iorities. Susan had never known anyone with so much confidence 
in himself. “You could certainly turn out one of these best sellers 
that are gobbled up by the vicarious sex-seekers,”’ Stan added. 
“They all follow a formula; start with a nice little rape, stick a 
bedroom scene in every chapter, throw in a couple of perversions 
for good measure and a lovely gory murder if possible, ending up, 
of course, with a movie clinch, if not to last forever, at least to 
hold out long enough to get the hero and heroine in bed once more 
and the reader ready to make a dash for his bed, or its equivalent. 
Lord! I should think a high school moron could write a modern 
novel.” 

Susan was amused. She admitted his formula wasn’t so far 
-= wrong, at that. “Perspiration instead of inspiration—and a certain 
amount of luck.” Susan insisted luck entered in. 

Stan said she had luck enough. “Think how lucky you were to. 
get me!” 

“Tf I had your conceit,” Susan said. “Half of it, I’d start The 
Great American Opus immediately.” But she did decide to start. 
something. She knew she must. Not only because she was sick to 
death of the other writing she’d been doing, but because she knew 
she must find something that would hold her interest. Something 
besides Stan. 

It wasn’t good for her, it didn’t make sense, to allow Stan to 
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absorb all her thoughts, her time, almost her personality. If she 
did she would indeed be lost when she lost him, as irrevocably she 
must some time. As it was she had given him too much of herself, 
laying herself open to be hurt, burnt, when that time came. She 
was not sure now but that it was too late. She cared about him 
much more than he would ever care for her, or for anyone. She 
had not forgotten how that first deceit of his had hurt her. She 
must armor herself for the hurts to come. 

She had not said anything to Stan about that night. What was 
the use? She had managed to survive the shock; she was happy 
again, if not as blissfully as before, at least happy enough. She 
had tried since to show Stan that deceit was not necessary between 
them. It had been the deceit that had hurt most. When he phoned 
the next time to say he would be working and could not come in 
- that night she broke in on his excuses. 

“You needn’t offer excuses, you know,” she told him. “I wish 
you wouldn’t, darling. We aren’t married. I haven’t that ‘wifely- 
attitude’ toward you.” She wondered as she said it if that weré 
honestly true. But she would make it true. ‘““You’re free to come 
and go as you please. When you don’t want to come, you needn’t. 
No questions asked—only, please, don’t think you have to fib to 
me.” 

He insisted she was “all wet.” He hadn’t been trying to find 
excuses—what made her think he would fib to her?—he really had 
to work. Of course he’d rather have been with her. 

“Please!” Susan said. “Can’t you see, Stan?—your thinking 
you have to pretend hurts more than anything you could do to me. 
I thought we’d talked that all out, established an understanding. I 
hoped we had. You know I hate deceit worse than anything else— 
even unfaithfulness. You’re not bound. You're free. I don’t want 
you to come, unless you want to—ever—at any time.” 

He insisted she was wrong—this time, at least. He was work- 
ing late. “But you’re a swell gal,” he said. “A straight shooter, 
Til do my damnest to play straight with you, though God knows 
I’m not always. But .. . well, guess none of us like to get a sock 
between the eyes—guess that’s my excuse. I forgot you're big 
enough to take it. No more Baron Munchausens then. Bye, bye 
... I'll be seein’ you. . . .” 

He saw her that same night. She had not expected him. When 
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he surprised her by coming in—it was after midnight, he was 
sober, so she supposed he really had been working—she told him 
he needn’t have come just because of what she’d said to him. 

“Silly child,” he said. “I came because I wanted to. Because 
I damn well couldn’t stay away! I know you don’t believe me, 
but I’ve really been at the office, a rush job that had to be ready 
by morning. I’ll be honest, I had thought I might play a bit after- 
wards. I even had a sort of tentative date—see, I promised no 
more fairy tales! But I broke it—had to come see my best gal.” 

Susan assured him he needn’t have, but she was happier than 
she had been since that night Noisy had told her about seeing 
Stan. She had chosen wisely; chosen the only way to hold a man 
like Stan. Give him all the rope he wanted and he wouldn’t want 
so much. Not for a while longer anyway. No use deceiving her- 
self. She knew the time would come when nothing would hold 
Stan. 

That night she had not let that knowledge trouble her. She was 
done with worrying about what was to come when the present 
was sufficient. That much, at least, she had learned from Stan. 
That night was sufficient unto itself. It had gone back to those 
first “honeymoon” weeks. If anything it had exceeded them. 
Momentary? Well, wasn’t everything, even life itself? 

No matter what came Susan would have had that night. 

The book took hold of her. She put all she had into it; recogniz- 
ing all too well her limitations she did not expect to turn out a 
work of art, or even a best seller. But at least she would strive 
to be sincere. 

She did not begin with a rape, put a bedroom scene in every 
chapter or wallow in muck as Stan had jokingly suggested. But 
when it came to bedroom scenes, or rapes, or muck, she would 
treat them frankly. Sex had its place, perhaps a predominating 
one; but it wasn’t all of life. 

She was surprised how the thing absorbed her, after her out- 
lines and notes were in order and she began the actual writing. 
It kept her awake nights, roused her early in the morning, fol- 
lowed her, hounded her wherever she went, whatever she did. 
She had to keep paper and pencil always at hand. At the most 
outlandish times she would be seized with a bit of business, a 
scrap of dialogue or characterization she must put down. She did 
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in fact have to get up in the middle of the night, as she had told 
Stan, to scribble madly, sometimes to keep on scribbling until 
nearly day-break. 

She read parts of it to Stan. He proved an excellent critic, bet- 
ter than a schooled one as his reactions were those of the average 
reader. He could tell her when his interest lagged, when she fell 
into unnecessary introspection or too lengthy descriptions. His 
comments were always honest, sometimes brutally so, and al- 
though they got into heated controversy more than once Susan 
usually acknowledged his criticisms were just. 

“Tf the book turns out any good at all it will be mostly because 
of you,” she told him. “To begin with I never would have tackled 
it if you hadn’t kept at me, bolstered me up. Oh, of course, I’ve 
always meant to do a novel some day—every writer and scribbler 
does—but it was so much easier to put that day off. But the way 
you've helped me since, Stan darling. You’ve been inspiration and 
critic in one! It’s your book, darling, as well as mine. Our brain 
child.” 

“Im more interested in other creations,” Stan teased—that was 
another way in which he was good for her, he never would allow 
her to be serious too long. “If we’re going to parent an offspring 
why not, make it the old-fashioned sort? Come on, honey, shut - 
off steam awhile—or turn on another kind in my direction. Let’s 
have a little attention given me for a change!” He took the 
sheets of script from her hands, put them on the desk, made her 
come into his arms. “Let’s try an old-fashioned, that way’s best, 
don’t you agree?” 

“T agree you’re a whale for punishment,” Susan’s grey eyes 
laughed back into his. “Don’t you ever get enough attention, or 
loving, you cave man?” 

“Tf it’s a cave man you want!” Stan began a struggle with her 
which she returned with such gusto that they landed, both of 
them, on the floor. 

“Let me up!” She tried to bite his.arm. ‘“‘You’re hurting me, 
you brute!” Yet she wanted him to hurt her more, wanted him 
to crush her, grind her to pieces. His teeth were nipping at her 
now, little stinging pricks, playful yet sharp, delightful as kisses, 
more frightening. Suddenly she sank her teeth into his arm. 
Deep. Blood trickled from the bruised marks. 
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“Now you are in for it!” He crushed her to him so that she 
felt her ribs give in. His hand found the coolness of bare flesh. 
The kiss he gave her now, withheld so long, seemed to draw her 
very soul up through her body, out of it, into his—until at last 
they were one person, not only physically, but in the deeper sense 
of spirit and desire. 

“Do you want me to get up now?” he whispered against the 
fragrant tangle of her hair. 

She could not answer—so bound was she, so held, by her emo- 
tions—but she shook her head. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


“Let’s have a party, let’s stay up late,” Stan quoted the words 
of a once popular song. “No, honey,” as Susan started to speak, 
“not the kind of party you’re thinking I mean, though it wouldn’t 
be a bad idea at that to have one of those too—right now, if 
you say the word!” He grabbed her—he had dropped in unex- 
pectedly and found her at her typewriter, as was usual these 
days—they had a short scuffle; Susan yielded him a kiss. 

“Don’t you ever think of anything else?” she chided. 

“Not when I see you,” he returned. “Even with that smudge 
of ink across your nose you do things to me, woman! But TIl try 
to behave.” He threw himself into a chair, lit a cigaret, after 
offering her one which she refused. 

“No, believe I will,” Susan changed her mind. “Light it for 
me, there’s a darling. Guess TIl call it a day. Been working stead- 
ily for hours.” She chucked the piles of script into a drawer, 
covered the machine, tucked her feet up under her on the couch. 
“Looks to me,” she smiled, “as though you’ve got a nice little 
edge on now, been having a~party of sorts. Where’d you get the 
start, darling?” 

“A slight one,” Stan admitted; adding briefly: “At Jackie’s. 
Stopped at her place a few minutes.” 

He no longer tried to keep anything from her. He always told 
her where he had been, or was going, especially if she asked. 

She was sorry now that she had. It seemed it was nearly always 
Jackie’s where Stan had been. She wondered if this time had in- 
cluded the other sort of party too. A few minutes, he had said; 
he had wanted to make love to her when he came in, though 
_ that did not mean much since he was, as she so often told him, a 
glutton for punishment. He had been easily enough put off. If 
he hadn’t stopped at Jackie’s first, wouldn’t he have been more 
urgent? What the hell! No use harboring such thoughts. . .°. 

“Want another drink?” Susan asked. “There’s plenty of mak- 
ings in the fridgy; I’m too damn tired—and too comfortable 
—to get them. Wouldn’t mind a bracer if you want to bar-tend.” 
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“Righto,” Stan seldom refused a drink no matter how many 
he’d had. “What’ll it be? Straight or something fancy? Any 
White Rock on hand?” 

“Should be. PI have a highball, too, with oodles of ice. Gin- 
ger ale for mine, please, darling.” 

Damn Jackie de Monte! Susan wished her at the bottom of 
some well. She told herself she would not mind anyone else so 
much, but to have to share Stan with a girl like that, a cheap 
little hussy without a glimmer of sense in her head. Plenty of 
sex, no doubt of that; Susan wondered if Jackie was ever too 
tired. Probably not, sex was her only form of exercise, physical 
or mental—maybe she wasn’t so damn dumb at that... . Let 
the men do the thinking, earn the dough. A man didn’t want a 
woman who could think; he didn’t want a woman who could sup- 
port herself. A man wanted to do the supporting, even if it didn’t 
amount to much; he wanted to be The Great Big Provider, The 
Head of The Ranch, Heap Big Chief himself... . 

“Thanks,” Susan murmured. She sipped the drink Stan handed 
her. “Um, that does hit the spot! But where’s yours?” 

“No White Rock. Took it straight. . . .” 

“PIL order some immediately! Why, I was sure there was 
some. Did you take a good look?” 

“Under the sink, in all the cupboards, even on the ceiling. But 
don’t bother ordering any now. I’d just as soon have it straight. 
Now about that party,” Stan settled in his chair again, putting 
the bottle where he could reach it, “what do you say? We haven’t 
raised any hell in ages. You need a little hell-raising, honey. 
You’ve been sticking too close. You need to unlax, forget you’re 
a promising young novelist for awhile. Besides,” he sent her a 
grin, “you’ve been tired all the time lately. You’ve been jumpy 
as the devil. You’ve been neglecting me in a shameless fashion.” 

Susan denied his last charge against her. “A fat chance I’d 
have to neglect you!” she mocked. But she had been tired lately. 
The first draft of her book was all down, the high enthusiasm 
that had carried her along was waning; she was at the much 
more difficult task of recopying, smoothing, cutting. She had 
been jumpy, exhausted physically and mentally. She had been 
giving out so much energy, nervous and creative, that there 
hadn’t been much other left. Maybe if she hadn’t neglected Stan 
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he wouldn’t have turned so often to Jackie, though she’d steeled 
herself not to let that bother her, which was a joke, as though it 
wouldn’t bother a woman when she loved a man. .. 

“Maybe you're right,” Susan said. “A little hell raising would 
do me good. Another ten days and TIl have this darn book off 
my hands, darling, and then we can go places and do things 
with a vengeance. Where do you want to go? What kind of party 
do you want to have? Anything definite in mind?” 

“No. Except I thought it might be fun for a change to throw 
an orgy here.” He poured himself another drink. “Maybe not an 
orgy in the grand old Roman manner, but at least a darn good 
imitation. A couple of carloads of liquor, a good sized spread, 
sort of a free-for-all for our friends. Wouldn’t be a bad idea, 
d’you think? Lord knows we’re entertained plenty. We could have 
it at my joint, only it’s too cramped, or I suppose we could get 
reckless and do it up right at The Rainbow or some such 
PACE. a che 

“No reason why we can’t have it here,” Susan interrupted. 
“The Rainbow would soak you plenty. Of course this isn’t exactly 
spacious, but we ought to be able to make room to dance by 
pushing everything against the walls. We could serve a buffet, 
have a bar set up in the kitchen. Okey, big boy, if that’s what’s 
on your mind, that’s what we’ll do. Let’s see, we could have . . .” 
and Susan was off, more enthused than he now at the prospect 
of making plans, with suggestions of what they should have to 
eat, how they could fix up the bar, whom they should invite. 

“Give me a pencil and some paper,” she begged. “PI have to 
jot down these inspirations before they escape me... .” 

“You're the damnest woman to scribble,” Stan grumbled; he 
got them for her. “Can’t you keep anything in your head?” 

“Not more than a few minutes,” Susan admitted. She drew her 
brows together, chewed the end of the pencil. “Crumpled egg 
yoke for garnishing and ripe olives as well as stuffed and don’t 
you think a flock of Old-Fashioneds would be nice? I mustn’t 
forget that special cheese you’re so fond of. I’ll have to beg, 
borrow, or steal some extra glasses. . . .” 

“If you try to do it all at once it won’t be fun, just a lot of 
work,” Stan objected. He poured himself another drink. 

“Tt’ll be fun. . . . Once I get things planned I’ll have some- 
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one in to do the actual work. Now let’s see whom we should have. 
We can’t have too many, not enough space... .” 

“I thought we’d have Roy Perkins, and one or two other guys 
from the office. Then of course there’ll be Jim (Jim Young was 
Stan’s best friend; it was he who had taken him to Leon’s that 
first night when he’d met Susan) and Ellen and maybe we ought 
to have Tom Hamilton. He’s an egg, but he’s thrown a lot of 
business my way. We'll have to rake up a jane for Tom; nat- 
urally he couldn’t bring his wife. And oh yes, I thought we might 
have Jackie for one of the guys from the office. That is, of course, 
if you don’t mind.” Stan eyed Susan over the rim of his raised 
glass; he had poured himself another drink. 

“Are you trying to see how quickly you can drink that whole 
bottle?” There was a sharp edge to Susan’s voice. She erased it; 
shrugged her shoulders, “Mind? Why should I?” She minded 
frightfully. Jackie was the last person on earth she wanted to 
invite. Was the idea of inviting Jackie behind the whole scheme? 
“Why should I mind?” she repeated. “Ask whomever you please, 
darling. It’s your party.” 

“Not any more than it’s yours! Not that I want Jackie espe- 
cially,” he was elaborately off-hand; too elaborate to be con- 
vincing. “I just thought she’d mix in well, would do for one of 
the extra fellows. Might team her up with Tom. :. .” 

“T thought we could have Myra for Tom... .” 

“Sure! Have Myra, if you want!” Stan was as generous in 
accepting Susan’s suggestions as she had been to agree to his. 
“Have anyone you want, honey. Not too many of course, as you 
said, but enough to have things hum.” 

“They’ll hum,” Susan said grimly, “if there’s liquor enough. 
Isn’t it amazing what liquor will do? Take a bunch of people 
from anywhere, mix them with enough gin and behold! you have 
a family reunion, a flock of lifelong friends.” 

“What would a party, or life, be without it? Bring on the gin! 
It sure puts ideas in young men’s heads. It takes the brakes from 
under the ladies so that they don’t give a damn in which direc- 
tion they skid. The fuse to the skyrocket. The flint for the 
Bape ue 

“Liquor’s the one thing you can get poetical about, isn’t it?” 
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Susan was sarcastic. He had poured another drink; the bottle. 
was empty at last. “That makes fourteen, possibly sixteen,” she 
checked the list she’d made. “Do you think one more couple 
would make too many? I’d like to include Leon.” 

“Leon! Why d’you want to invite him?” Stan looked as sur- 
prised as though she’d suggested including the head of some 
young men’s Christian association. “He wouldn’t fit with the guys 
from the office. They’d spot him right off for a pervert of some 
secret order. . <.” 

“Stan! I think that’s horrid of you. You shouldn’t talk that 
way, even though you simply do it to be nasty.” 

“But I don’t! How do you know it isn’t true? Ever investi- 
gate?” 

“Did you?” Susan’s eyes flashed. “I don’t think it’s funny to 
talk that way. I don’t think it’s fair. Besides you know Leon’s 
ray friend. I can’t let you talk that way, even in fun, to me.” 

“My, my, aren’t we cocky?” Stan was feeling cocky, warmed 
by so many straights. “Leon’s my friend,” he mimicked her tone. 
“What of it? Does that make him anything but what he is? 
I told you you’re jumpy as the devil. Hell, I don’t care if your 
friend Leon’s a pervert or extrovert or what he is! He can be a 
eunuch for all I give a damn. I just said I didn’t think he’d mix 
with the guys from the office. But of course I can leave them 
aaa ay 

“Don’t be silly!” No use arguing with Stan in that mood. Or 
getting mad. ‘“‘There’s no reason why you should leave anyone 
out—you’re giving the party to pay some of your friends back. 
I can have Leon another time. I don’t suppose he’d come if I 
asked him. .. .” 

“Oh, have him if you really want him!” Since she wouldn’t 
argue, and was willing not to have Leon, Stan found he didn’t 
care so much if she did. “It isn’t my party. It’s yours too. It’s 
going to be at your place... .” 

“It’s yours, not mine. But what’s the difference?” Susan could 
laugh, give in even more graciously, since he had been willing to 
give in some too. She did not want Leon now. It was: Stan’s 
party. Besides she would not want Leon if he didn’t fit in. He 
might not. And no telling what Stan might say or do if he got 
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tight enough. Certainly she wouldn’t want Leon if there’d be 
any unpleasantness for him. “I think we have enough, anyway,” 
Susan added. “Another couple would make too many.” 

“That’s what I thought,” Stan said. 

Afterwards Susan could not help recalling how different she 
had acted when Stan had suggested Jackie. But a woman learned, 
if she wanted to hold a man, that she had to use tact and cover 
her feelings. A man could be as tactless—and unfeeling—as he 
damn well pleased. 

As it happened Jackie did not come to the party. She had 
made plans to go out of town that week-end. Susan offered to 
postpone the party when Stan told her. He said that wasn’t 
necessary. Everyone else had been asked. They could get along 
without Jackie. 

Susan thought they could get along very well without her. But 
she was glad she had offered to postpone the affair. Apparently 
it had made Stan a bit ashamed. He asked her, off-hand of course, 
if she wanted Leon or anyone else since there’d be a couple short. 
Susan said no. Why attempt the impossible? Stan and Leon never 
could be friends. Besides she felt better, not only because Jackie 
wasn’t coming, but because since Stan wanted to have the party 
without her, he could not have planned it mainly so that Jackie 
would be there. 

It might have been better if she had. 

Susan would have been prepared for most anything, given the 
combination of Jackie and plenty of gin. 

She was hardly prepared for what did happen. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


THE party was a success. From the guests’ point of view any- 
way. They quickly passed from the stage of being pleasantly in- 
ebriated, most of them were that way when they arrived, into 
glorious drunkenness, stupid ossification, or disgusting nausea- 
tion—depending upon each individual’s capacity and digestive 
tract. 

Even Susan got pretty tight. She had made up her mind to 
enter into the spirit of the thing and be herself. If getting tight 
was being herself. Whether it was or not it was a grand and 
glorious feeling—while it lasted. It was like riding a surf board 
with salt spray dashing in your face, like turning a loop among 
the clouds and not being sure whether your head was upside 
down or right side up. It was giddy as walking on air. While it 
lasted. 

While it lasted Susan had a great time. She did a dance, pull- 
ing her skirts high above her knees and daringly revealing the 
lace on her panties. Though Susan’s dance proved tame com- 
pared to some that the other girls put on later. But Susan was 
amazed to find how well she could do. There was something to 
this unlaxing business. 

Stan was at the piano the greater part of the evening. He did 
himself as well with his popular music as Susan had with her 
dance number. Better perhaps. He was the center of an admir- 
ing, and harmonizing, group. At least in their tall-wide-and-hand- 
some state they believed they were harmonizing. 

There was a fight between two of the “guys” from the office. 
Nobody seemed to know what it was about or how it got started. 
And there was a hair-pulling, scratching, kicking bout between 
two of the ladies.. This arose from a more definite source, one of 
them having been found in a corner letting the other girl’s boy- 
friend get away with too many liberties. Ednah Fitzgibbons got 
hysterics and finally passed clear out. Tom Hamilton discovered 
he was the reincarnation of some long dead sheik and went 
around with a towel draped turban-fashion about his head and 
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another—occasionally—about his middle. Myra Spencer tried to 
take off all her clothes and become a nudist. 

All in all the party was a success. 

About four o’clock in the morning it began to break up. Satu 
of the guests decided to seek further entertainment—and more 
liquor. Others folded up on davenports, chairs, or wherever they 
chanced to be, unable to seek anything further. It wasn’t until 
then that Susan realized Stan had been missing for some time. 
It had been ages since he’d been holding forth at the piano. 

She wondered if he had left with some of the others, or if he 
had succumbed to the lure of Morpheus. Her own eyes were so 
heavy she could hardly hold up the lids. Her senses were blurred, 
like a smeary carbon impression. Her ears hummed. She would 
either have to snatch a few winks, get some air, or start on 
more exhilaration. 

She decided in favor of the winks. Maybe Stan had been seized 
with the same inspiration. The bedroom door was shut. When 
she switched on the lights Stan was in bed. But he wasn’t in bed 
alone. Myra was with him. 

“Oh!” Stan said. He looked rather foolish, the way his head 
popped up from the pillow like a jack-in-a-box and his mouth fell 
open and his eyes batted. “It’s you. C’mon in. The water’s fine.” 

“Susan—is that Susan?” Myra managed to open one eye and 
focus an idea in her befuddled brain, never too full of ideas at any 
time. “Sure, cum on in... everything’s dandy... . .” 

“You get out!” Susan snapped at Stan. “Get out this minute. 
Do you understand?” Her voice was low, tense. She felt as sober 
as though she had not had a single drink. 

“T was gonna get up in a minute anyway,” Stan said. “What 
the hell’s the matter with you, honey?” 

“T’m not your honey!” Susan snapped. “Get up—this minute, 
before I throw you out. You dirty drunken fool! Do you think 
you can take another woman right in my own house? Get out, 
I said, get out this minute!” 

Stan got up. He took his own time about it. “Hell!” He took 
his time about getting dressed. “I don’t see what you’re raising 
such a stink about. I don’t see what difference it makes. . . .” 

“Will you shut up?” Susan’s eyes were black. She looked as 
though she would gladly have torn him to pieces, bit by bit. She 


Why Get Married 53 


was trembling all over. “Will you get out—and hurry? I can’t 
stand to look at you. I can’t stand to think I ever let you touch 
me... sleep with me... .” 

“You aren’t mad are you, Susan?” Something of what was 
going on finally penetrated Myra’s fog. “You aren’t mad at me, 
are you Susan? I wouldn’t want you to be mad at me for any- 
thing—not for anything in the world. You’re not mad at me, are 
- you Susan?” She burst into tears. 

“No, Pm not mad at you,” Susan returned shortly. “But you’d 
better get up too. Put on some clothes.” 

“I don’t see why you’re so sore at me,” Stan complained, “when 
you're not sore at her. Hell! I was only... .” 

“Will you shut up?” Susan’s voice broke into a scream. She 
crossed over to him, hands clenched at her sides, her face white. 
The look in her eyes was murderous. So'murderous that Stan was 
silenced before it. “I don’t want to talk to you. You’re so drunk 
you wouldn’t know what I was saying anyway. So drunk you’ve 
lost all decency. That’s why I’m not mad at Myra. She’s not 
responsible. She didn’t realize, or she’d have had some feeling for 
E en 

“You know I love you Susan,” Myra sobbed; she understood 
Susan’s last words. “I always loved you Susan. I always. .. 
Oh, my god! I’m going to be sick. . . .” She was, all over Susan’s 
bed; so that Stan, who had sullenly been taking his own sweet 
time to preserve what he thought was his injured dignity, lost 
what remained of it and made a bolt for the door. 

Susan took care of Myra. She got her into the bathroom and 
held her head. Afterwards she got her into her clothes. She got 
Jim Young and Ellen, who were just leaving, to promise to see 
that Myra got home. Susan was big hearted—she had tried to 
be fair and put most of the blame on Stan where she felt it be- 
longed—but she wasn’t quite big hearted enough to want to keep 
Myra any longer than necessary. 

When the last guest had taken a departure and she had put 
things back into some sort of shape, stacking dishes in the sink, 
sticking food back into the ice-box, closing the door on the stench 
from her room, she threw herself, still clothed, on the couch in 
the living room and fell almost instantly into a heavy slumber 
which lasted until nearly noon of the next day. 
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When she woke she found her head splitting, her eye-sockets 
burning, a thick dryness in her mouth and throat. She woke to a 
delightful hang-over, that beautiful morning-after-the-night-be- 
fore sensation. 

She wished with all her soul that she were dead. This was worse 
than any death imaginable. She tried to turn over and shut out 
life by burying her head in the pillow. She tried to put her feet 
on the floor. She gave it up for a while, then tried it again. Her 
progress’to the bathroom was shaky, her feet heavy, her head 
too light. She tried dashing cold water in her face, sticking her 
finger down her throat. She drank six glasses of icewater, one of 
tomato juice, two cups of black coffee. None of them did a bit 
of good. i 

She took two aspirins and a bromo seltzer. She downed a 
straight shot. She could not tackle the kitchen or any straighten- 
ing-up. In the bright sunlight of daytime the apartment was 
enough to give anyone, even not suffering from a hang-over, the 
heeby-jeebes. 

She took a shower, dressed and got out of it. She drove out 
into the country. Maybe handling the car would settle her nerves 
a bit. If she could get her physical person into some sort of 
rights, maybe she could begin to untangle the rest of her. 

Not until she had stopped and put away a good steak, some 
salad and another cup of coffee towards dusk at a way-side Inn 
and driven nearly back home again did her thoughts, and emo- 
tions, begin to straighten out. Her stomach and nerves had 
quieted. Perhaps now she could attend to her other faculties. 

She no longer wanted to scream or throw things. She felt dis- 
gusted with herself now, as well as with Myra and Stan. All her 
Great Big Notions so much plooey. She who believed in sex 
equality and freedom; she who prided hérself that she had learned 
how to hold her man. She had acted exactly as any fish-wife 
would have acted. She who thought .herself so far above petty 
jealousy, dramatics and a desire to commit murder. 

She had wanted to do murder when she had opened that doer. 
She had wanted to murder Myra, blinded by a lightning stroke 
of insane jealousy, when she had seen her pretty, childish, empty 
face. She had wanted to murder Stan. Even after the shock had 
sobered her, she had wanted to murder him. She would gladly 
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have driven a knife into him, choked him, spat on him. She 
hated—and loved him so. 

That first primitive rage having subsided to something near 
rationalization, she knew it was love as well as hate. You could 
not hate anyone as much as she had hated Stan last night unless 
it was love. She who had thought that sort of love did not exist. 

She knew Stan for exactly what he was. Yet she loved him. 
Would go on loving him as long as she drew breath in her body. 
Leon had been right. There was that kind of love. She hadn’t 
asked for it; she didn’t want it; but she had it. 

Why, if she had to catch the disease, for that was about what 
it amounted to, an insidious, gnawing disease, eating into one, con- 
suming one like a cancer, couldn’t it have been someone like Leon? 
Leon was more than half in love with her. Given encouragement, 
response, he could have been wholly so. But apparently there was 
no choice nor rhyme nor reason, when it came to love. It was like 
a twister struck from a cyclone heeding no given path. 

So that was that! She drew a deep breath. Face it, no use run- 
ning away. Accept it. So what next, or to use the current phrase— 
so what? 

Murder wouldn’t help. To have Stan gone forever would be 
worse than catching him in bed with a dozen women. Dramatics, 
throwing him, wouldn’t help either. If she kept that up he wouldn’t 
come back. 

Stan would never love her in the way she knew now she loved 
him. He would never love any woman in that way. That was a 
tiny grain for comfort. He was an egoist before anything else. 
Half artist, half Babbitt. He drank too much and he liked the 
chase. He was the most marvelous lover on earth. A wonderful 
companion. As a helpmate, or in the husband rôle, even without 
benefit of clergy, he was a total loss. 

He was an awful fool not to know that her love was the biggest 
thing he could ever hope to get. 

Susan was glad she was nearly home. He might have phoned 
and she would not have been there. Or he might not have phoned 
and then she would have to pocket her pride and call him. If he 
wouldn’t come back when she called, she’d have to go after him. 

Hell! what was pride—or one woman more or less—or for that 
matter anything under the sun compared to her love for him. 


CHAPTER NINE 


“Now ’fess up,” Stan said—they were in bed, “the making up is 
worth the quarreling, isn’t it?” 

“W-well,” Susan considered, the making up had certainly been 
marvelous. “I guess it is. Almost.” She had to tack on the reserva- 
tion for she had discovered another difference between man and 
woman. A man can completely forget. A woman, even if she has 
a most forgiving nature, never quite does. The same as the dif- 
ference in a woman’s flesh and that of a man; hers bruises much 
more easily than his and, like her skin, each angry word, each 
disillusionment leaves its mark. 

“Women are funny,” Stan might have been reading her 
thoughts, “they don’t know what they want. They’re never satis- 
fied.” He adjusted a pillow more comfortably under his head, 
reached for a cigaret. 

“How can you smoke before your breakfast?” Susan maneuy- 
ered an ash tray nearer the edge of the night table without having 
to change her position to do so. Her head was in the crook of 
Stan’s arm. “Use this, or you’ll burn a hole in my best blanket.” 

“Get you another if I do.” He accepted the tray nevertheless. 
“As I was saying, when you so rudely interrupted,- a woman is 
never satisfied. First you give me hell because I cover my sins, 
and natural weaknesses, with a few innocent fairy tales like sick 
grandmothers or working all night. You claim you don’t want any 
tall tales, even to spare your feelings. Then when I agree to play 
your way you give me hell for laying all my cards on the table. I 
should have known better than to believe you. A woman never 
knows what she believes, or wants, herself.” 

“Maybe you’re right,” Susan snuggled closer into his arm; how 
could she disagree with anything he said when she had him so close 
to her as this? If only she could always keep him this way... . 
“A woman believes she believes what she says—with her mind; 
it’s her heart that goes on believing differently. I don’t want you 
to have to deceive me—that’s what my intelligence says. But on 
the other hand my heart would just as soon you’d spare it a little. 
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I try to be broadminded, darling, but even broadmindedness has 
its limitations, hasn’t it? Couldn’t you, for example, while not 
deceiving me, or spinning tall tales as you call them, manage to 
pursue your carnal activities without actual demonstrations of the 
act?” i 

“The ignorance-is-bliss idea?” Stan grinned; spilled an ash, not 
into the tray but on the best blanket. 

Susan noticed but she let it pass. “Something like that.” 

“If that’s what you want I’ll do my damnest. Though what I’m 
likely to do when I don’t know what I’m doing is something else 
again.” Susan had not had to phone him. He had put in an ap- 
pearance that next day, wearing a somewhat sheepish look, and 
explaining he had been so dead drunk he hadn’t known what had 
happened. Susan had accepted his explanation because she‘ wanted 
to accept it so much. 

“Remember,” Stan said now, “I never pretended to be a tin- 
saint. I’m a red-blooded he-man, honey. A born polygamist, as 
= every man is if he has any red blood in him. That’s the way I was 

made. If I had to stick to any one thing, woman included, it would 
‘kill me as surely as slow poison. I tried to tell you that, before 
you took me on. I never pretended to be any different.” 

“T know you didn’t.” It was heavenly resting on his arm like 
this, talking things out; Susan wished it could go on forever; there 
was the woman for you, again! “I took you on knowing what a 
good-for-nothing darling you are. And I’m still willing to keep you, 
as long as you'll stay. I don’t expect you to be faithful, except in 
your own fashion! And I’m well aware that the day will come 
when you won’t want me any more at all. Yes, it will,’ as he 
started to protest, “I know it, darling—but I’m not going to let it 
worry me‘now. All I’m asking is that you accept the few limita- 
tions, like using my bed for your polygamous tendencies—and my 
friends. Surely you don’t have to go to bed with every woman! 
Just suppose I did the same with every man who asked me.” 

“Vou’d spend all your time between the sheets,” he laughed. 

“Exactly. One has to employ a little discrimination. Everyone 
has a right to his own code, even a loose one, if he chooses. But a 
few limitations are nécessary. For instance I don’t think you 
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should have taken advantage of Myra. Not only that she’s my 
friend, that it was my bed, but because Myra’s really a decent 
sort. She wouldn’t have done that to me, knowing it would hurt; 
she wouldn’t have done it with you if she hadn’t been so tanked 
she didn’t know what she was doing. What I’m getting at is that 
it seems to me to take advantage of a woman when she’s drunk 
is almost the same as committing rape.” 

“Good Lord!” Stan thought she put it rather strong. “You talk 
as though Myra Spencer were a virgin. Why Myra’s been loved 
more times than she can remember by more men than she can 
count.” 

“I don’t think that’s quite true,” Susan defended. “But the 
point is that if she has it’s always been when she didn’t know it. 
That’s what I mean by rape. Myra’s really a virgin at heart. 
Laugh if you want to!” She could feel his body shaking. “Myra’s 
a victim of this crazy post-war age. She thinks she has. to be 
sophisticated to be in tune with the times. Just as she diets to 
keep her figure according to stylish telegraph pole measurements. 
If Myra were living say in the Victorian era she’d have been a 
retiring, blushing female who would faint at the thought of a man 
kissing her lily-white hand.” 

“Maybe,” Stan grunted; shifted his weight. “No, don’t move. 
You were putting my arm to sleep, that’s all. Hell, I won’t rape 
Myra again, if you think I did—I swear I’m not positive what 
happened, I was so damn drunk. Even if I’m not much good I 
have a few aversions, rape being one of them. I never enjoyed 
making love to any woman who didn’t come at least half way. 
I like my women hot,” he grinned, “like you, you little devil. 
Though you haven’t been so hot lately!” His arm tightened 
about her, he had let it slip down around her waist. “You'll have 
to pep up, honey, if you want to keep me on the straight and 
narrow. You'll have to keep up the good work we began in this 
making up program.” 

“Is that another proposition?” Susan asked. “Pd call it a 
pretty strenuous program if it is. What we ought to do is get up 
and have breakfast, like decent people. It’s nearly noon, young 
man!” 

“But we aren’t decent people, thank God!” he reminded. 
“We can eat when we get hungry, not just because it’s breakfast 
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or dinner time. That’s what I meant by sticking to things, fol- 
lowing the set-and-dried rules. That’s the sort of thing I rebel 
against. . . . But if you won’t accept my proposition, honey, I 
guess I’ll have to rape you! This making up business isn’t over 
yet.” 

“T wish it never had to be over,” Susan murmured. She let 
him draw her to him, unresisting. It was wonderful how their 
bodies fit together. She could feel the contact of his length against 
her own. Firm. Warm. That electrical current springing into life. 
He kissed her, not on her mouth. Behind her ear, a long, languor- 
ous kiss. His hands were tender. She felt as though her body 
would melt into his. Then suddenly he put his mouth against the 
drum of her ear. The result was a dizzy whirling sensation that 
started her pulses racing, her blood coursing through her veins. 

“Don’t eat me ... for breakfast!” She wished he could! To 
be eaten, gobbled up, consumed. She let her lids droop over her 
eyes .. . she was floating .. . floating on a billowy, downy 
sea. A sea that carried her out, out and away. 

“Darling!” The sea swet over her, drawing her down, smother- 
ing her, drowning her. A death of exquisite terror, agonizing sweet- 
ness. Stan’s tenderness had changed to ruthless conquering. 


CHAPTER TEN 


Susan knew Stan had been justified when he had told her she 
had not been ‘‘so hot” lately. Perhaps that had been why he had 
strayed so often. She would not give him that reason again. 

Her book was finished. It had been in the hands of her agent 
now for several weeks. She felt as though a weight were off her 
chest. She had sent it off in fear and trembling, knowing she 
had done the best she could. Nothing left now but wait and see 
what happened. If it proved acceptable, fine and dandy, as Stan 
would say. If not—so much water under the bridge. Back to the 
pulps again. 

She decided she had earned a vacation. She did not want to see 
a piece of blank white paper for awhile. She slept late mornings, 
fooled away the afternoons, gave her evenings to Stan. - 

He said she was his old honey agai” 

“Hot enough honey?” she asked. 

“You burn me up,” he assured her. He grinned when he said 
it, but she knew he meant it, too. 

They were getting along smoothly these days, hitting on all 
cylinders, calm after the storm. There were a few exceptions, of 
course. The night the Fitzgibbons gave their party, for instance. 
It was a celebration of their first anniversary. The whole “gang” 
was invited. Susan had not known, until she got there, that Jackie . 
de Monte was to be included. Not that Susan would have stayed 
away for that reason. Only she thought it odd Stan had not told 
her Jackie would be there. Maybe he had not thought it worth 
mentioning; or again, maybe he had not known it himself. 

Susan had met Jackie before, casually. She had not met her 
since the event of Stan. She had forgotten how breath-takingly 
beautiful Jackie was. Terribly beautiful. More beautiful than a 
woman had any right to be. She was all sensuous, lovely curves, 

‘which she knew how to display to the best advantage. Susan 
thought she had never seen anyone display her body as Jackie 
seemed to. She had an almost feline grace, so artful it seemed 
natural. She was as artificial in every way as Susan was just her- 
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self. Her skin was something to inspire poetics, one of those trans- 
lucent types like mother of pearl without flaw nor blemish. Her 
hair that shining blue-black that needs no waving or cutting to 
make it set, sculpture-like to her scalp. Her features might have 
been used for a cameo, the nose slender and straight, lips full- 
bowed, the scarlet touch a vivid contrast to the rest of her pale 
creaminess. Her eyes were dark, large, heavily lashed and lidded. 
Even the under lashes were thick and dark. The effect was star- 
tling, giving her eyes depth and brilliance, a touch of mystery. 

Not that there was anything mysterious about Jackie. She was 
as obvious as all the art and cunning of her sex could make her. 
And that was plenty, Susan thought. 

It was soon apparent that every man who came into contact 
with her thought so too. They flocked around her like drones 
around the Queen Bee. She handed out what they were after, not 
only the beckoning promise in her dark eyes, but she knew what 
to say; or, what was more important, what not to. She knew 
everything there was to know, Susan decided. Everything about 
men. Aside from that there may not have been a thought in 
Jackie’s head. There’s no record that Helen of Troy or Cleopatra, 
or any of those famous ladies of history, were gifted with brains. 
The only thing the records agree upon is that they were gifted, to 
an astonishing degree, with sex. Jackie had that with them in com- 
mon. Jackie was sex. 

Stan admitted it, pinned down to an admission—this was after 
the Fitzgibbons’ party. 

“She’s a wonderful time,” Stan said. Susan winced at that 
praise. But she had to admit its fitness. “She’s got everything 
it takes to make a man boil up. You’ll-have to admit that.” 

Susan admitted it. It wasn’t fair for one woman, though, to 
have such an excess. Susan thought she ought to have some physi- 
cal defect. A mole. Knock-knees. A sagging breast. 

Stan assured her she hadn’t. “Jackie is without even so much 
as a birthmark,” he said. “You forget she’s an artists’ model. You 
ought to see the nudes she’s inspired! I suppose you’re going to 
say that’s all she has inspired. Maybe so. But she’s not so dumb, 
Jackie isn’t, at that. She’s content to be a female animal, a prize, 
blue-ribbon stock, of course, but an animal. As I told you in the 
beginning, that’s enough.” 
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Susan did not ask to be told any more. There wasn’t anything 
more to ask, or say. If being a swell time summed the whole, if 
that was what a man wanted, why wonder further. Besides, Susan 
told herself fiercely, she did not want to hear anything more— 
ever—about Jackie. She had ruined her whole evening at the 
Fitzgibbons, not by any act or intent, but simply by being there. 
Not mentioning how many other evenings the thought of her had 
ruined. She was a thorn in Susan’s flesh. A thorn that pricked the 
green-eyed monster into feverish activity. No use denying it, she 
was jealous as hell of Jackie. Jealous. Envious. She hated her guts. 
She hoped, with all her soul, she would never have to see her 
again. But she knew she would. She knew, too, that besides being 
jealous of her and hating her, she was scared to death. 

For consolation she told herself that Stan still seemed to prefer 
her company to Jackie’s. He even seemed to prefer sleeping with 
her, if Jackie was such a “swell time.” He might stray occasion- 
ally in Jackie’s orbit. But so far he had come back. 

It was that “so far” that worried Susan. Just as she had known 
that that first rapturous happiness of those honeymoon days 
could not last indefinitely, now she knew that the present smooth 
sailing could not continue forever. Not with a man like Stan. 
Squalls, storms, eventually a complete capsizing, were bound to 
be in the offing. No matter how carefully and cautiously she might 
steer. 

Why? Wasn’t there some way to avoid the inevitable? Ques- 
tions without answers, like life itself. Yet she supposed as long as 
there were people to go on asking, they would go on hoping for 
the answers. 

She supposed if Jackie was not to be the instrument of destruc- 
tion, some other instrument would take her place. She tried to 
convince herself she would not mind so much if it were something 
more worth while than Jackie. Knowing as she did that it wasn’t 
so. 
She wondered if money, which seemed to answer a great many 
problems, could help postpone, if not solve, the situation. Sup- 
pose, for instance, that her book should be accepted, sell to a fair 
profit—suppose the miracle should occur and it turn out a best 
seller, reap her a fortune—might not enough money help prolong 
the things she wanted most? 
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She could share it with Stan. Do things for him with it. They 
could take a trip, go away from everything for awhile, have a 
sort of second honeymoon. Of course this would mean going away 
from Jackie, too, which Susan did not put into conscious thought. 
They could do as they pleased, play as much as they wanted, 
move on when they became bored—recapture some small part, 
at least, of that first ecstasy. 

Money could not buy everything. But it could help. 

The day after the Fitzgibbon party Susan had a wire from her 
agent. Her book had been accepted. He was drawing up a con- 
tract. Letter to follow. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


THE miracle happened. Almost overnight. Susan’s book became 
a best seller. The publishers had to rush a second, a third, then 
a fourth edition. Her agent received movie offers ranging from 
ten to twenty thousand; he held out for thirty, finally accepting 
twenty-five. There were cables for foreign rights. Magazine and 
newspaper editors wanted articles and short stories. A lecture 
bureau offered a tour. A radio chain begged for a broadcast. A 
Production Company in Hollywood wanted to make a place in 
their scenario department at a truly fabulous figure. Susan flew 
to New York to sign a new contract for her next two books. She 
was interviewed and photographed, criticized and praised. She 
was famous. Rich. 

It all happened as rapidly as that. Suge s poor head was in a 
whirl. She felt she was living in a semi-conscious state from which 
at any moment she might awake. She knew, of course, that it had 
been a miracle, an astounding stroke of luck. There was nothing 
remarkable about her book, really. Nothing to rate all this com- 
motion and fuss. Surely nothing worth the amount of cash pour- 
ing in. 

When she came down to earth she tried to size up what it 
amounted to. This much, at least, she could do what she pleased 
for awhile, go where she wanted, suggest that second-honeymoon 
idea to Stan. They could go to Paris, winter in Southern France, 
sail to some languorous tropical isle—there wasn’t any place they 
could not go. 

Except that Stan refused to go anywhere. 

Susan could not get over how stubbornly he held out. She had 
expected him to raise objections at first, but she had not expected 
him to continue to remain so obstinate. 

“I can’t see why you won’t give in,” she complained. “Good 
Lord! isn’t the book, and its profits, half yours? Didn’t you get 
me to write the blamed thing? Didn’t you listen to me reading it 
by the hour and offer suggestions and criticisms? Not mentioning 
the effects upon my physical energies and mental disposition you 
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had to put up with. It was understood in the beginning that the 
book, if it sold even an average sale, was yours as well as mine.” 

“Maybe it was understood that way by you,” the determined 
glint in Stan’s eye did not fade even a perceptible degree, “but I 
wasn’t laboring under any such delusion. You wrote the book. 
The credit and the profit is all yours. I wouldn’t accept any part 
of it. Not a damn cent. That’s final, Susan.” 

“As a.gitt, or-a loan. . ..” 

“Hell! I said I wouldn’t accept anything in any way, didn’t I?” 
He whirled on her, he had been pacing the room as was his habit 
when they argued. “I said that was final. Will you kindly get it 
through your head once and for all!” 

“You needn’t snap my head off!” Susan grumbled; but she 
saw that further argument was useless. She attempted different 
tactics. “I won’t ask you to take any of the lousy cash then, 
though I still insist it’s darn selfishness of you to refuse it. You 
know you’re taking my pleasure away in having had this luck. It 
isn’t even luck, if you won’t share it. No, I’m not going over it 
all again!” as Stan would have interrupted. “I just want to say 
that at least you could agree to go away somewhere for a little 
while. You know I need a change. You know I won’t go anywhere 
without you.” She had refused the Hollywood offer with its fabu- 
lous figure because it would have meant leaving Stan. She had 
not put it that way, even to herself. She had put it that she did 
not want to go that far from everyone she knew. 

“Damned nonsense,” Stan said now, as he had said then. “If 
you want to go some place why the hell don’t you? You know 
I can’t get away, tied down to the office. . . .” 

“Vou don’t have to be,” Susan’s tone was significant. One of 
the first suggestions she had made had been that he give up the 
office, a job that did not especially interest him, and take up 
something, his art, for instance, that did. 

“T have to eat,” Stan said with elaborate sarcasm. He had met 
that first suggestion of hers with just such a tone. 

“You mean you have to keep on drinking yourself to death,” 
Susan snapped. “The little you eat doesn’t cost enough to men- 
tion.” Then wearily: “But let’s not start that all over again.” It 
seemed to her they had done little but get sarcastic and snap since 
the miracle had occurred. That wasn’t the result that fame and 
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fortune was supposed to bring. “I only thought a little change 
would do me good. All this fuss has nearly done me in. I’m so 
sick of it all, including the damned money, which won’t do me 
any good since you act as though it were tainted, or as though we 
had no right to share anything, that I’m about all in. Even Doctor 
Hoffman says what I need is a change. .. .” 

“T suppose I could get away for a few days,” Stan gave up his 
pacing and sat down on the couch beside her. He saw she did look 
a bit fagged, circles under her eyes, cheeks hollow and pale. “Hell, 
I don’t want to take all the pleasure out of your great big success, 
honey. I’m not trying to be mean, though I am a selfish brute. 
Tell you what,” he smiled at her, as one might smile at a child 
when offering it a stick of candy to take the place of a circus, “PI 
see what I can do about getting away for a short time. Have a 
vacation due me anyway. Only there'll be one condition,” his 
mouth grim again, “‘we’ll go as we always have. PH stand my 
share. Fifty-fifty. That’s the only way I’ll go anywhere.” 

“Okey,” Susan said. She was too tired to argue any more; al- 
most too tired to be glad for half a loaf, which was about what 
this concession amounted to. She knew Stan had won out this 
time. Maybe there would-be other ways another time in which 
she could do something for him, share with him. “Let’s make it 
soon, darling. A second honeymoon. Where would you like to go?” 

Stan said it was up to her. One place was as good as another to 
him. He kissed her and said the second honeymoon idea sounded 
fine and dandy to him. 

It was true that Stan’s stubborn refusal to accept any share of 
the profits of Susan’s good luck did lessen her pleasure in it. On 
the other hand she had to admit that his stubbornness did him 
credit. She even had to admire him for turning down money he 
could have used. She not only admired him, she respected him 
for the principle behind his refusal. It might be an old-fashioned 
one, but it was sound in theory. A man could not accept money 
from a woman without losing some part of his own self-respect, 
almost his birthright. 

“Christ, I’m no gigolo!” Stan had declared. 

If he lacked ambition, at least he did not want what he himself 
had not earned. Yes, on the whole, Susan thought more of Stan. 
There was more to his stubbornness than the surface appearance. 
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She could see his side—seeing the other fellow’s side almost 
amounted to a failing with Susan; it had brought her more than 
one heartache as well as a good sized amount of tolerance. She 
could see that underneath Stan’s pride lay more fundamental 
issues. Stan was jealous, even resentful, without knowing it, of 
Susan’s success. Man-like he hated the fact, which included the 
result, that Susan, or any woman, had succeeded so spectacularly, 
so profitably where he had, judged by the same standards, failed. 
He could not adjust himself to the changes this meant. Therefore 
he would have none of it. He would pretend a show of scorn, in- 
difference, for such easily-won achievements, such woman’s non- 
sense, child’s play. He the Great Big Guy, as Susan often laugh- 
ingly called him, The Natural Provider, The Protector, the male 
of the house. He was not going to allow any woman to outdo him. 

Half Babbitt, half artist. Half boy, half man. Darling Stan. 
Susan understood him better than he understood himself. She 
would try not to make the mistake of taking away his birthright, 
hurting his pride. She loved him so . . . so much, much more 
than any material, purchasable thing. She would not ask him 
again to accept what he in turn could not give, even what he had 
helped her win. 

They had their second honeymoon. Spent in a lodge in the 
Canadian wilds, roughing it. Stan had said it did not matter to 
him where they went but when Susan had suggested various 
places he had found some objection to each one of them. Too 
expensive. Too fashionable. Too far away. Too close. Too any- 
thing. Finally when she ran out of suggestions he came across 
with his. He had a friend, one of the guys from the office, who 
always spent his vacation in the wilds of Canada, swell fishing 
and hunting, healthful climate, gorgeous country, all the rest and 
change anybody could want. This guy had the address of a dandy 
lodge. It was dirt cheap, too. Yet ideal at that. 

Susan didn’t like to fish and she had never hunted. She wasn’t 
at all sure that roughing it would be her idea of a change and 
rest. But if that was where Stan would like to go, she’d like to go 
there too. He could afford half the expense of a place like that. 
Lord knows there wouldn’t be anything much to spend anything 
on in a place like that. But Susan, by going where Stan wanted 
to go, was allowing him the rôle he liked best. It was he who was 


68 Why Get Married 


taking her on this vacation. It was his suggestion, his idea, his 
sort of sport and fun. 

Susan made up her mind to accept the rôle of squaw. The 
little-woman, the sweetheart, mistress and wife, all in one. A dif- 
ficult rôle for any one person in any place. 

In the Canadian wilds it proved next to the impossible. Susan 
found she still did not have the patience to sit at one end of a 
line and wait for a fish to nibble at the other end for hour upon 
hour. She did not have the endurance to tramp mile after mile to 
hunt. She was deathly afraid of a gun besides. She loathed snakes 
and insects, caught a cold that left her nose all red and buldgy, 
could not learn to sleep on a mattress hard as a cement walk, got 
tired of the sight as well as the smell of food that had been 
drowned in grease, could not down straight whisky as the only 
means to forget all the rest, though it was aged and excellent, 
without something to wash it down with or mix with it, or ice to 
chill it to at least a refreshing temperature. 

“Hell!” Stan began to say after the first few days, “I Juni 
have brought a man along to a place like this, not a sniffling, 
complaining, weakly female like you, you old egg.” 

Susan felt as old as the eggs they were occasionally served. She 
had done her best the first few days to try to live up to being a 
good sport. She still thought she was a pretty good sport to put 
up with so many discomforts with only a little sniffling and com- 
plaining. But she really did not see how she could go on much 
longer being so sporting about it. She told Stan he would have to 
hunt and fish without her. She really would prefer to stay at the 
lodge, though why in hell anyone called this godforsaken cabin 
a lodge was more than her fertile imagination could perceive. 
She did not want to risk taking more cold. She would just rest 
and read and take life easy. 

Stan was willing for her to do what she wanted. He found an 
Indian guide to accompany him on his trips. He was gone from 
sun-up until sun-down. He was so dead tired at night that the 
minute his head hit the pillow he fell into a deep sleep. He snored 
so loudly that Susan, tossing on the thin lumpy bundle under her 
head, could not snatch a wink. 

She put up with this for a few more days. When he came home 
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unexpectedly early—the sun had not quite disappeared—one eve- 
ning he found her in tears. 

“What’s wrong? What’s the matter? Are you sick or some- 
thing?” He was instantly all anxious concern. Susan in tears. 
Susan who never cried, who boasted that all her tears had been 
shed long since, none left except a few kept under strictest control. 

“N-no, I’m not sick,” Susan managed between sobs. ‘‘Ex-except 
this damned c-cold, which doesn’t get any better since in this 
uncivilized place there’s n-nothing to d-do for it. N-nothing’s the 
matter, except I’m so damned lonely in this god forsaken dump 
all day long with no one to talk to except the dumb old chamber 
maid or the deaf, and dumb again, lodge keeper’s wife, who’s a 
hundred if she’s a day and I’ve been so damned blue and de- 
pressed,” she could not control a fresh burst of tears which made 
her so angry, blubbering like this, wallowing in self-pity, showing 
what a damned poor sport she was after all, that she swore sav- 
agely, wiped them fiercely away, tried her best to force some sort 
of laugh, “that, well, I guess I am about sick. I . . . I thought 
this was going to be a sort of second honeymoon. That we’d be 
together at least some of the time, capture a glimmer of happi- 


ness ... ecstasy. . . . Go on and laugh at me, I’m laughing at 
myself! I should have known better. Should have known you can’t 
force or buy anything . . . that you’ve stopped caring like you 
did . . . don’t want me any more... .” 


“Vou little idiot!” Stan took her in his arms. He was laughing 
at her; but teasingly, almost tenderly. “Who said I didn’t care 
about you any more—want you? D’you think Pd still be sticking 
around if I didn’t? D’you think I’d be here now? Though, I guess 
you’re right at that! I haven’t been here much, leaving you alone 
all day. Always told you I was a selfish, thoughtless beast. No 
damned account. But you told me to go alone. You insisted. . . .” 

“I wanted you to! I know that!” Susan was still struggling to 
stop whimpering like a crazy fool. “I wanted you to have a 
g-good time. I didn’t mind staying alone . .. much... until 
today. I still want you to go... fish and hunt, if you could 
only get back a little earlier, or not go just every single day, not 
be so dead tired out by night. . . .” 

“So that’s it, eh?” The laughter in Stan’s eyes held a glint of 
mockery now. “You don’t want me to be so all in at night. Well, 
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I can’t blame you for that, honey. I’ll admit I’m the one who’s 
been neglecting you lately! I’ll admit I’m a dumb ass. Came off 
for a honeymoon and the groom’s minus his virility, leaves the 
bride to pine away all by herself. . . .” 

“Don’t laugh!” Susan broke in; then she laughed herself, really 
laughed this time. “I’m not pining away, darling. All I needed was 
a good cry-out, I guess. I feel better already. And I found today 
I’ve gained three pounds. Think of it! On this terrible food and 
with this stuffy nose. I look such a fright it’s no wonder you keep 
away. But you see it’s done me good, the change and the rest, 
even being left alone!” 

“You won’t be left alone any more!” Stan grinned. His arms 
tightened around her. “Didn’t I ‘tell you this country would do 
you a world of good? Didn’t I say this air would put the old pep 
back and add flesh to your bones? Guess I knew what you needed, 
honey. Three pounds. Bet you'll gain a lot more before we return 
tocivilization. . .'.” 

“Heaven forbid! I don’t want to get fat.” 

“You could still stand a few more pounds. I can feel your ribs.” 
He proceeded to prove he could. She tried to get away; he held 
her fast, tickling her until she was laughing and crying at the same 
time. “You aren’t a fright,” Stan added. “Your face has filled out 
and you have some color you didn’t get in any drug store. Your 
ribs may stick out but you’ve got curves in other places, honey. 
You still look good to me. . . . Here, quit fighting, I'll turn you 
over my knee! Hold still . . . quit biting, you little animal! Was 
it a honeymoon you wanted? That’s no way for a bride to behave. 
. . . Show you how a honeymoon’s begun. ... ” His mouth 
covered hers. She went weak under his kiss. 

After that it was more like a honeymoon. Stan did not hunt or 
fish until, with only a few days left, Susan insisted she would be 
angry if he didn’t get in another day’s fill. He gave in, but he was 
back in time for supper. He went again for a few hours on the 
last day. 

Susan could not say she was sorry to leave “the lodge.” It 
would be good to get back to civilization. Back to running water 
and well-cooked food. Back to dirt and noise, less scenery. A 
shampoo and set, clothes made for style rather than practicability. 
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Bright lights. Mobs of people. “And a long tall drink with gobs 
and gobs of cracked ice!” Susan sighed blissfully. 

Stan agreed that would not be hard to take. They would go 
places, do things. Lord! it would seem funny to have to shave 
every morning. He wondered how things were going at the office, 
how Jim Young and Perkins were, the old sons-of-guns. Yep, it 
wouldn’t be bad to get back. Though it had been swell. He felt 
grand. 

“You look grand,” Susan assured him. He had never looked 
better. Eyes as clear as water from a mountain spring; hand 
steady; skin browned by sun and wind. “You look like an adver- 
tisement for a pep ration, or monkey glands. You look so damned 
handsome that all the gals are going to be knocked ga-ga, you 
heartless wretch! If you knew how improved you are, not only in 
the way you feel but in the magnetism you radiate, you’d con- 
tinue the way you’ve started. Keep up some exercise. Lay low on 
the fire-water. Get a night’s sleep once in awhile.” 

“Think I shall,” Stan murmured. But, of course, when he got 
back to civilization that resolution went the way of most. 


CHAPTER. TWELVE 


AFTER they had been back in civilization for awhile Susan de- — 
cided to move. There was no reason now why she could not have 
a nicer apartment, a study of her own, a living room large enough 
in which to entertain, an extra bedroom. Someday she wanted a 
house. A real house in the country where she could have dogs and 
a garden and a view of the sunsets over the lake. But for the 
present an apartment would do. She must get busy and look for 
one. 

Stan helped her look, helped her plan, buy furniture, select 
color schemes and draperies, move in. They had a lot of fun 
doing it. Stan as much as Susan. It was he who decided a hotel 
apartment would be best. She could have maid service without 
the’ bother of servants, meals sent up when too tired to go out, 
buckets of ice and White Rock for a call and an extra dime. 
Stan located a delightful corner suite in a hotel situated on the 
lake—she was to have her view before she got her house!— 
made the manager come down on the rent for a three years lease, 
did everything but sign the contract for her and carry the fur- 
nishings in. 

It had been Stan’s idea to follow a modernistic effect, not 
so modernistic that it would be uncomfortable or tiresome, but 
enough to be amusing, a bit odd. Susan let him have a free hand. 
She knew he had more feeling for color and arrangement than 
she. His scheme was black and white with splashes of crimson and 
turquoise for accent. The furniture was rectangular and square, 
no curves. Some of it had to be made to order. It was amazingly 
comfortable, deep wide-cushioned chairs and divans, tables and 
book shelves within easy reach, indirect lighting. 

Susan was thrilled with the results. “It’s lovely!” she told 
Stan. “Though of course lovely isn’t the word at all. It’s exciting. 
It gives you a trickle of chilly appreciation down your spine. It 
makes you catch your breath and stare. Yet it’s not overdone a 
bit. When the excitement wears off you find it’s restful, livable. 
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Stan, you’re a marvel, a genius! You should have been an in- 
terior decorator, darling!” 

“Hell,” Stan was pleased, but contemptuous. “I wouldn’t be 
one of those nutty guys if you paid me a fortune for it.” He had 
the same conception of a decorator as he had of a musician or 
any artistic occupation other than business. “The only thing I’m 
a genius at is love,” he grinned. “You ought to be able to testify 
_ to that.” 

Susan said she could. She might have added that there prob- 
ably were plenty of other testimonials besides hers. But she re- 
frained. She was learning, was Susan. She had allowed Stan to 
give her all this, though her money had paid for it, and without 
his being aware of it, managed to give him some part of it too. 
Not only the pleasure of achievement, the satisfaction of the 
result, but there was the guest room, which really was to be Stan’s. 
It had been done exactly as he had wanted, with an eye to a 
man’s taste and comfort rather than a woman’s. The bed, made 
to order, was unusually big in width and length, the night tables 
on either side held smoking apparatus and liquor cabinets. The 
chest of drawers was massive, masculine. There were no feminine 
touches or frills. 

Then there was the well-stocked supply of everything from 
aperitifs to cordials, the clever little bar built into the kitchenette, 
the huge iceless refrigeratòr which was to be kept supplied with 
cheeses and relishes and cold cuts, the big footstools for a man’s 
feet when he wanted to slide down on to the end of his spine in 
any of the big chairs. All of it, in its way, for Stan as much as for 
herself, since if he was not to share it she would not have wanted 
it at all. 

Stan shared it most of the time. He moved in most of his be- 
longings, his clothing hanging in the closet of the guest room— 
Susan seeing to it that his suits were kept cleaned and pressed— 
his shirts and underthings in the big chest. The bathroom was 
cluttered with his toilet articles, Susan did not keep them in too 
strict order since she had her own bathroom so that they did not 
interfere with hers and she knew he liked them strewn about 
even though he had to call upon her most of the time to help 
locate what he wanted. She liked to find them for him, stand by 
_ while he shaved, smell the clean sharp scent of lilac that he used 
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—she had bought pine and lemon odors, imported expensive lo- 
tions but he clung stubbornly to his lilac standby—she liked to 
hear him whistling off-key in his bath or see him come shivering 
and grumbling from under the cold shower, liked the tang of 
his pipe, his muddy old golf sticks slung in a corner of the hall, 
the magazines and papers he left around. She did not care if his 
belongings over-flowed the whole place. She did not mind when 
he came in, usually beautifully lit, in the early, eerie hours of 
morning and woke her from a sound sleep with uncertain step 
and heavy thump of shoes. That was better than the nights he 
did not come in at all. She did not mind nursing his hang-over 
the next day and neglecting her own work to do so. She did not 
mind anything so long as she had Stan and this home was his, 
whether he would admit it or not. 

He still kept his own rooms, kept a few belongings in them, 
stayed in them upon occasion. Sometimes, half seriously, half in 
jest he claimed she was taking him too much for granted trying 
to buy him out in her smooth, underhand way, warned her that 
she was developing that “wifely-attitude.” There were the ex- 
pected number of clashes, times when Susan flew off the handle 
because he was drinking too much, or remained silent refusing to 
speak to him when he had not been in for several days. There 
were nights when she knew he had not played poker until dawn 
as he had insisted or been drinking with the “guys” from the 
office. There were times when he was the one who took the 
offensive, got sulky, flared up. He did not like to come in at any 
time, during the day or night, and not find her there. Not that 
he objected if she went out—he claimed he did not care even if 
she went out with other men—but when he came in he wanted 
her waiting for him. 

“The ‘husband-attitude,’ ” Susan challenged. 

He denied that heatedly. It was just that he liked company, 
hated to be alone for even a minute. He would promise not to 
get peeved if she was delayed again—and pull a long face 
twenty-four hours later if she kept him waiting a half hour. 

Their relationship, whether they would admit it or not, was 
very near that of marriage. Modern marriage, of course, since 
Susan, was careful to let Stan think himself free as the wind 
and could have exercised the same privilege herself had she 
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cared to. Stan still paid half the expense of food and supplies 
brought in, although Susan sometimes fibbed a bit about the bills. 
When they went out. he paid for everything, with the result that 
they did not go out too often. 

Susan was not spending all her money, however. After her first 
reckless plunge—the apartment, a new wardrobe, a trade-in for a 
new car—she began to check a bit. She knew her next book 
might not prove a best seller, movie offers might not mount up 
into the thousands. Her book might have been but a flash in the 
pan. The next two, though contracted for, bring only average 
sales. She meant to have something left in that event. 

She got Leon to make a few investments for her. She was 
surprised when she found that Stan resented her going to Leon 
for that. It had not occurred to Susan to ask Stan to look after 
anything like that for her. Stan had never invested any money in 
his life. Leon was the logical person. 

“Any dumb fool, even a perfect ass like myself, as you seem 
to think I am when it comes to money matters, could study the 
market and buy only the safest, most conservative issues like 
government bonds, though Lord knows how long they'll be safe 
the way the world’s moving these days,” Stan grumbled. “Not 
that it’s any of my business what you do with your money or 
who you get to handle it for you. Leon’s your friend, though 
what you see in that bird. He’s. . . .” 

“You sound as though you’re jealous,’ Susan accused. She 
knew that would make Stan change that subject. She did not 
want him to start ranting against Leon. She did not want any 
argument about anyone or anything. The sailing was too smooth 
these days. “Leon didn’t buy all government bonds, darling. 
Some of the investments are turning out nicely. I may make a 
- little money. But let’s not talk about that. Let’s talk about you 
and me. Let’s go on a bat, celebrate something. I’ve struck the 
half way mark in the second book, that ought to do for a mo- 
tive. Let’s unlax, as you call it, have a party. . . .” 

The suggestion of any kind of party never failed to interest 
Stan. He liked a high time better than anyone Susan had ever 
known. He did indeed hate to be ever alone. He liked to mix 
and was a good mixer. Susan liked people, too, at times. She 
thought a little hell-raising occasionally was necessary. She had 
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been working pretty steadily again. Her second book was prom- 
ised in another few months. She was sorry she had hurt Stan’s 
feelings by going to Leon, though she still thought she had done 
the wise thing. A party would make it up to Stan. Come to think 
of it she had a birthday next week. Why, that meant a whole 
year since she had met Stan! A birthday would be an excuse for a 
party. An excuse for her to stand all the expense this one time. 

A regular splurge at The Rainbow or some such place. Two 
orchestras. Liquor by the gallon, champagne. 

There were some things money could buy. So far it had bought 
a great deal for Susan, even for Stan. If only, having purchased 
them, they could be made to last. But there she was, as Stan 
would say, borrowing trouble, thinking ahead, not living in the 
present. 

She would plan the birthday oi for next week. Her birth- 
day party—for Stan. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


SusAn’s birthday had come and gone. The party at The Rain- 
bow had gone off very well. Several more months had gone by 
with nothing special to mark their passing. There was one bitter 
quarrel, during which Stan threatened to walk out and never re- 
turn—Susan had been on the last stages of her second book and 
had been irritated and tired—and Stan had stayed away a whole 
week. A week during which Susan had cried herself nearly sick 
until he turned up again. 

Her second book was a best seller too. Not so spectacularly 
as the first, but it did exceedingly well. It established her as a 
writer who had definitely arrived. She did several short stories 
which her agent placed at an average of two thousand dollars 
each. She got another twenty-five thousand for movie rights. 
The royalties continued to pour in. 

Now Susan was free to play for a time, to forget she was a 
famous authoress and just be herself. The apartment hotel had its 
own bathing beach, three miles of warm bright sand. Susan and 
Stan spent a long lazy summer acquiring a rich coat of tan; 
swimming, boating, golfing and playing tennis, parties and danc- 
ing and plenty of long tall drinks for accompaniment. 

In the fall Stan put over a big advertising deal and was given 
a sizable raise, which was little more than a miracle again in 
these days. Susan was as proud as though Stan had been elected 
president. 

They celebrated with a trip to New York, doing the theaters 
and night-clubs and cocktail bars. Susan bought herself a smart 
new wardrobe and had a hair-do by Charles of The Ritz, a facial 
at the Arden salon. She called on her agent and her publishers, 
combining business with gayety. 

They came back ready to settle down to an every-day existence 
once more. It was Thanksgiving, the ground covered with the 
first soft fluffy snow, the lake grey and dull. Christmas, a lovely 
wrist watch from Stan; a dressing gown, a set of golf sticks, 
monogrammed shirts and various other packages under the tree 
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for him. New Year’s Eve to mark the end of the year and the 
beginning of the next. And the end and the beginning of many 
things for Susan. 

Susan wanted to celebrate the New Year in the apartment, 
` have a gang in for cocktails, dinner and whoopee. Was it pre- 
sentiment that made her want this? But Stan insisted that New 
Year’s Eve was one time when they must be out “among ’em,” 
the bright lights, people. Jim Young had suggested getting a 
crowd together and making reservations at The Rainbow, that 
would be the liveliest spot in town, why not do that? 

Susan agreed, as Susan usually did when she saw that Stan had 
his mind made up to anything. 

She had a new gown from Milgrim’s, pale lemon satin, cut 
high in front, backless. It had a knee length coat that buttoned 
high about the throat and had immense bands of brown fox, 
epaulet fashion, around the shoulders. Stan sent her three orchids. 
She did not wear any jewelry. She thought, when she was ready, 
that she looked very nice. 

“Don’t I look nice?” she asked Stan. He was still struggling 
with his collar button and swearing grumblingly, as men always 
have and always will at collar buttons. 

“You look swell,” he did not look at her. “Hell, I can’t fix 
this damned thing. Will you see what you can do?” His face was 
scarlet, he was breathing heavily. 

Susan left off admiring herself, slipped the stubborn button 
through the slit, adjusted his tie, knotted it for him. “There,” 
she gave him a pat on the cheek; he was such a kid! “You look 
grand, darling. But tell me, do you think I look nice? Like my 
' gala frock?” 

“Told you, you look swell,” he looked at her now, his eyes 
lighted up. He put an arm around her shoulder, carefully so as not 
to muss the shining smooth perfection of her hair. “You look 
great. Say, I like that get-up, it sure fits doesn’t it? You’ve got 
some shape, honey. Turn round . . . whew! How the heck do 
you keep the thing from falling off? And how do you expect a 
man to keep his hands off you? Here .. . give me a kiss. . . .” 

“Only a peck,” Susan pursed her lips. “I don’t want to have 
to do my mouth over again. Besides, it’s getting frightfully late. 
We haven’t much time.” 
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“Always time for a kiss. . . .” The kiss he gave her was not 
a peck. He ran his hand down the length of her spine to the small 
sweet hollow of her back. “Um,” he murmured, “you feel—and 
smell—so good.” 

Susan laughed, pulled away. “We must get going, darling. 
Everyone else will be there.” She had to employ her lipstick to 
repair the damages. 

Everyone was there when they reached The Rainbow. Ellen and 
Jim, the Fitzgibbons, Roy Perkins and a new girl, Myra and Tom, 
another couple, friends of Jim’s. They were all well-heeled, 
hilariously pepped up for the occasion. The tables were filled, 
the dance floor jammed. The air was heavy with blue smoke and 
noise. 

Susan felt exhilarated, too. She felt as though something thrill- 
ing was going to happen, though she knew very well it wasn’t. 
They had several rounds of drinks at their table. Stan pulled her 
to her feet for a dance. 

The orchestra had been brought from New York for the holi- 
day week. It was unusually good. Susan let the music stir her 
senses, bring out that reckless, don’t-give-a-damn feeling that 
really good music can. She loved’ dancing with Stan. He was just 
enough taller, bigger, stronger; his step so sure and smooth. She 
could follow wherever he led without the least effort. They seldom 
talked while they danced, just gave themselves up to it, smiled 
into each other’s eyes when the music came to an ending. 

On their way back to their table Stan made her stop to take 
a secret nip from his hip-flask which he still carried. 

“To my honey,” his eyes held hers as he tossed it off. 

“Darling,” Susan murmured. She took a deep swallow. She 
loved him so much in that moment that it warmed her more 
than the liquor. To think he was her man... she his. . 
that he would stop like this alone with her in the midst of all 
these people, this excitement to drink to her, call her his honey. 


She should have been warned, should have known from past 
experience that such heady happiness was too prodigious, that it 
must mean the fore-shadowing of something else. She should 
have felt, too, that tingling of fear, the awareness of caution. 
But of course she did not. 
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Back at the table there were more drinks, much laughter and 
nonsense before Susan chanced to look about and noticed the 
occupants of the small table squeezed in back of theirs. A table 
for two. A man and a girl who somehow looked vaguely familiar 

. was familiar . . . Jackie de Monte. 

Tom Hamilton noticed her at almost the same instant. He 
gave a shout, was on his feet, came over to speak to her and to 
insist that Jackie and her friend join their party. 

Of course everyone else joined in the insistence. The men 
more enthusiastically, Susan noted, than the women. Ellen Wit- 
comb rather deliberately refused to budge when the others were 
making room for two extra chairs. Susan was not as ungracious 
as that, although she could not force cordiality. She managed a 
nod and brief smile as Jackie sat down. 

Susan had not seen Jackie since the night of the Fitzgibbons 
party, months, ages ago. She had not made any effort to find out 
if Stan still saw her or not. Rather she purposely avoided such 
effort. She would have preferred not to have had this particular 
addition to their party. But she saw no reason to become upset 
over it. Apparently Stan was unmoved, his acceptance had not 
been overly enthusiastic. Another round of drinks and the flow 
of chatter, the feeling of hilarity, went on as before. 

Jackie was as gorgeous as ever. Flamingly so in a sheath of 
scarlet chiffon. She wore a garland of gardenias, the same waxy 
luster as her creamy skin. Susan wondered if that was why she 
had chosen them. Gardenias did not seem Jackie’s flower. 

Tom claimed the next dance so that Jackie was forgotten. 
Until several dances later when Susan, dancing with Jim, passed 
her dancing with Stan. They were talking, or rather Stan was 
talking, one of his fits of scintillating gab, effect of alcoholic 
stimulation—or other stimulation now perhaps? Jackie held her 
face lifted as she listened, her eyes on his, her lips slightly 
parted, a waiting, flattering look. Lord, she was beautiful—and 
knew how to apply the art of her sensuality. Susan was shot 
through with a pang of fierce hot jealousy. She wondered why 
the sight of them, their bodies so close, their minds so removed, 
should hurt her so terribly. Why should she hate Jackie with 
this primitive unreasoning intensity? Why did she always feel so 
afraid of her? 
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She could not understand why Jackie, more than any other 
woman, and she knew there had been others in Stan’s life, 
should affect her so. She tried to subdue her feeling, even making 
it a point to be especially polite, even friendly, toward Jackie the 
rest of the evening.. By doing so she was trying to show the 
others, particularly Stan and Jackie, although Susan did not 
realize it her own self, that she did not feel animosity or jealousy 
or fear. 

As so often happens she was repayed with different measure. 

The Old Year was rung out and the new welcomed amid the 
usual amount of din and frenzy. The excitement was beginning 
to pall, to break out in different channels, or subside into exhaus- 
tion, Even Bacchus must succumb in time. Groups began to break 
up, depart on their various courses. Lights were lowered; the 
musicians began putting away their instruments. Susan realized 
suddenly that Stan was missing. With a sickening sinking in the 
pit of her stomach she realized he had been missing for some time. 
He was not to be found in the lounge, outside in any of the cars, 
in the men’s rooms, under any of the tables. 

“No use hunting all night,’ Ednah Fitzgibbons protested. 
“Why don’t you come on home with us, Susan?” 

“We can drop you off,” Ellen suggested. “It’s on our way. I 
wouldn’t waste any more time, Susan, if I were you.” 

There was something about the way Ellen said that that made 
Susan wonder. For the first time she realized that Jackie and the 
man she had been with were missing too. Did Ellen know where 
Stan had gone? Had he left with Jackie and her friend? 

Ellen denied knowing anything about that, but she avoided 
Susan’s eyes. 

“Jackie’s boy-friend walked out long ago,” Tom Hamilton 
chuckled. “He got sore at the way the other boys were hanging 
around his lady-love. He and Jackie had a row. She told him to 
run along and peddle his shoe-strings. He never so much as said 
so-long or offered a glad-hand.” 

That left Jackie and Stan missing. Susan decided she must 
have been more be-fogged than she had realized. “Did Stan leave 
with Jackie?” she looked at Ellen. 

Ellen said she did not know. “Really I don’t, Susan. I didn’t 
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see them leave. But since it’s nearly day-light why not let us 
drop you off as I suggested?” 

Susan said all right. She knew that although Ellen had not 
seen Stan leave with Jackie that she thought he had. Susan did 
not say anything all the way home. But she did a lot of think- 
ing. She was burning within, a silent, steady burning that con- 
sumed her whole body. 

Ellen squeezed her hand when she got out. “I wouldn’t take 
anything too hard,” she advised quietly. 

Susan pressed her hand in response. She could not trust her- 
self to say anything except a murmured thanks. 

In her room she ripped off the orchids, tossed them on the 
floor, stepped out of her dress letting it lay where it fell. In the 
bathroom she creamed the make-up off her face, scrubbed her 
teeth, swallowed two aspirins against the morning’s hang-over. 

Day was just breaking, pale, sickly, a streak of greenish light 
over the horizon of the flat grey lake. She yanked the shades 
tight, got into bed. She lay for what seemed like hours staring 
into the darkness. She was still consumed with that inward 
burning. 

Maybe if she had had time to get a clear head, to control her 
emotions to some degree; maybe if Stan had had sense enough to 
stay away until she had, until he himself got sober . . . maybe 

. But what was the use of all the maybe’s that Susan was 
to go over and over so many, many times afterwards? 

All her nerves strained taut when she heard his key in the 
lock, his step, uncertain, stumbling down the long hallway toward 
her room. If he had gone into his own... but she sensed, 
rather than saw him inside her doorway. In a flash she ape 
out of bed, switched on the lights, confronted him. 

“Hello,” he blinked his eyes foolishly at the flood of light, 
grinned stupidly, uncertainly. He was no longer a “grand” sight. 
His clothes were rumpled, collar and tie awry, his hair fell into 
his eyes in sticky strands, his face was flushed, sodden, his eyes 
glazed, bloodshot. 

To Susan he looked loathsome, repulsive. 

“Lo, sweetheart,” he said again. He lurched toward her. “Been 
home long? Guess I missed you. Shwell party, wasn’t it? Been 
waitin’ long honey? Give ush a kiss. .. .” 
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“Don’t you touch me!” Susan’s voice was like a whip. Her 
grey eyes were black. Her throat contracted. 

He took a step backwards . . . a step toward her. 

“Don’t touch me, I said!” All her loathing and disgust focused 
in her hard glance. “Do you think Td let you kiss me, touch me, 
after walking out on me, leaving me flat? Do you think TIl let 
you come into my room now, into my bed—after coming from 
hers? Good god, you must not have an decency, any sense. You 
must not think I have any or you wouldn’t dare come here. . . .” 

“What’er you talking about?” Stan tried to assume some sem- 
blance of injured dignity. ““Whatza matter, honey? I told you I 
missed you . . . thought you'd gone. What'd I do to make you 
so sore, I’d like to know. 

“What did you do?” Susan’ s laugh was a shrill rasping sound. 
“For you to stand there and ask me that! After leaving me to be 
laughed at, pitied, after all I’ve done for you. Don’t say you 
don’t know what you’ve done. I know you left with Jackie, took 
her home. I know you’ve been with her . . . in bed with her— 
for hours!” 

“Tf you know so mush whatza use of your askin’ me?” Dignity 
gave way to bluffing boastfulness. “Shure I took Jackie home. 
Her boy-friend walked out on her. . . .” 

“When she refused to go with him!” 

“There wasn’t anybody elsh to take her home. Shure I’ve been 
with her, slept with her,” he had not but he wasn’t going to be 
bullied by anyone, “since you know so goddamned much. What 
about it? What d’you think you can do?” 

“T can throw you out. You and all your belongings, as I 
should have done long ago!” She took a step toward him as 
though she meant literally to carry out her threat. 

“You and who elsh?” he demanded boldly, blusteringly. He 
caught her wrist, twisted it so that she cried out, winced. “You 
and who elsh I’d like to know. . . . Now you just listen to me. 
I’m gonna get out, with all my belongings. I should’a got out 
long ago. You’re getting too goddamned smart, too possessive. 
All you’ve done for me! All I’m gonna put up with any longer, 
you mean.” He let go her wrist, flung her away from him. 
“Trouble with you you think you own me, think you can give 
me orders, question everything I do. Hell! PI take orders from 
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no one ...no goddamned woman. I’m not tied to anyone’s 
apron strings. . . .” 

“Oh, shut up!” Susan snapped. She held her wrist between her 
other fingers. It was marked an angry red. “You drunken fool. 
You’re so drunk you would hurt a woman. So drunk you’re 
beastly, disgusting. Shut up and get out, before I do something 
to you!” 

“Do something to me! Ha, ha!” He pretended to relish that 
joke. He drew himself up. Behind his blurred blustering burned 
a self-righteousness. After all, he hadn’t slept with Jackie... 
been too damned drunk to have managed that, had he wished. 
But he did not mean to pretend he hadn’t while Susan accused 
him so unfairly. “What could you do to me? Pd like to know. . . .” 

“I could kill you—gladly!” 

“Kill me . . . Christ! that is good! You and your talk about 
freedom, fair play... .” 

“You . .. to mention that to me!” 

“All your fancy phrases. What if I did come from Jackie? 
Haven’t I told you she’s a wonderful time? Haven’t I come from 
her to you before, even if you didn’t always know it... .” 

“Will you shut up? Will you get out? How dare you talk that 
way to me. ... That cheap little slut, a woman who’d go to 
bed with any man who asked her. . . .” 

“Hell, I can’t see why you should get so high and: mighty! 
Why you should object to Jackie, call her names. Haven’t you 
gone to bed with plenty of men yourself? Haven’t you told me 
so? Christ! Who do you think you are? If Jackie’s a cheap slut, 
you’re just a cheap whore yourself. . . .” 

Susan slapped him with all the fury and strength she possessed 
across his mouth. 

He stared at her a long moment. The color went from his face. 
The words died in his throat. 

He turned and made his way out. 

So that was the end. Susan sank down, exhausted-on the bed. 
The end at last. She always had known, of course, that it would 
come some time. Stan would never come back. She could not 
take him back if he did. But he wouldn’t—not after her slapping 
his face . . . though he had deserved it. 
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But what had she done to deserve what he had done to her 
. what he had called her .. . thought her... . 

To think that the end had had to be like that. A tawdry 
drunken brawl. Filthy words. Ugly sneers. Accusations and re- 
proaches. It was a wonder she hadn’t killed him. If she had had 
the means at hand no doubt she would. Or that he hadn’t struck 
her, knocked her down. ... 

A pretty ending. Fitting, melodramatic, showing them both up 
for what they were, their relationship for what it had been. 

Even though they had been drunk, both of them, partly ir- 
responsible, acknowledging that, feeling shame because of it, 
remorse—even so, it-was the end. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


THE only time Susan saw Stan after that. was the day when he 
came back for his belongings several weeks later. She had heard 
that he had been drunk a good part of that time, and that an- 
other good part had been spent with Jackie de Monte. A gesture 
of supreme defiance, she supposed, to show her that he did not 
care. . 

There was no defiance in Susan. She was crushed, Broken. She 
had gone over and over that dreadful scene between them, maybe 
if this had not happened, maybe if that. . . . She had cried until 
she could cry no more, and then had started crying all over again. 

Certainly there was no defiance in her that day when he re- 
turned. She had been trying to work, was sitting before her type- 
writer. When she heard him unlock the door, heard his step 
coming down the hall, she started trembling violently all over, 
her knees actually shaking so that they could not have supported 
her, had she tried to stand. Her face had drained of any color, 
her throat gone dry. 

Had he come back to talk things over? Was there a chance 
they might patch things up? Had he come back to stay? For a 
wild moment this hope flared high, then was wiped completely 
away the instant she saw his face. 

“Oh, hello.” His greeting was awkward, his eyes did not di- 
rectly meet hers, there was a tiny grim line etched at each corner 
of his mouth. “‘Didn’t know you were in. Came for my things. 
Won’t take a minute. Won’t disturb you. . . I hope?” 

“No,” Susan said; then quickly, politely—Susan being polite 
with Stan! “Not at all. I hope you can find everything.” 

He crossed to his room, shut the door after him. 

Susan made the typewriter keys click furiously. She did not 
know what she was writing, she never knew. She did not know 
what she was thinking, except that she was feeling with every 
nerve, every pulse-beat his nearness. Stan was here .. . Stan 
was here . . . in the next room . . . perhaps that was what the 
keys were clicking. She knew she could not have got up, could not 
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have moved, must keep on with this pretense of being busy, 
absorbed. 

Pretense that dropped from her the moment he came out, bag 
in hand. She looked at him—her hands poised in mid-air—she 
pushed back her chair, stood up, supporting herself against the 
desk, having to support herself in order to stand. 


“You... you found . . . everything?” 

He nodded. 

“Then you . . . I suppose you’re going?” 

He nodded again. 

“I... oh,” her hands spread in a little gesture of appeal and 
hopelessness, her eyes were deep pools of tragedy, her mouth 
trembled pitifully. “Does it have to be . . . like this? In bitter- 


ness, anger?” 

He looked at her. ‘‘There’s no bitterness nor anger—on my 
part.” 

“You mean ... you’re able to forgive . . . forget... .” 

“Yes.” His answer was too brief to contain the meaning she 
wanted to hear. 

“But no going back?” 

“No .. . no going back,” his gaze no longer could meet hers. 
“Sorry, Susan. Had to come some time, you know. Not just be- 
cause of that last quarrel altogether. Had to come. You got to 
taking too much for granted, too dictatorial, possessive. You 
know I can’t stand that.” 

“T know!” She did not want him to go on. She turned her body 
slightly, fingered some papers on the desk. She hoped he could 
not see how she was trembling. “I understand. I know it was 
my fault, as much as yours. I should have have seen it coming, 
broken off before. . . .” She could not go on. She caught her 
underlip between her teeth, forced back the rush of weak tears. 
She wouldn’t make a scene . . . he’d hate that. Oh, please, God, 
help her not to make a scene. ... She turned toward him, 
looked at him. “It’s Jackie now . . . I suppose?” 

“Ves.” He returned her look, but without defiance now. It was 
merely a statement of fact. 

“It’s good-bye then?” Her pride helped her to match him. 
Another fact, briefly spoken. 

He nodded. 
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“Can’t we ... be friends?” Her pride helped her summon a 
smile; a surface one, at least, bright, metallic. 

His eyes met hers; there was no smile in them. “Would you 
want that? After what we have been?” 

“Good god no!” 

“Thought not. . . .” His smile now was twisted. He stooped 
and picked up his bag. 

“Acquaintances,” Susan said. She must say something, keep 
talking, doing. Cover over the things unsaid, the thing that was 
actually happening. 

“T should hope—that much.” He cleared his throat. It was evi- 

. dent he wanted to make an end as quickly as possible. Perhaps 
he, too, could not stand much more of this. “Pll always remem- 
ber . . . think pleasantly... .” 

Susan stopped him. It was a gesture of command. For one 
swift moment the pain stood out clearly on her face. In the next 
she smiled, held out her hand. ‘“Then we can shake hands. .. .” 

They did. She wanted to fling herself upon him, cry out, give 
way—cling to him, beg him to stay, hold him so tightly that it 
would be impossible for him to go. She even thought she saw 
something stirring in his eyes, during that hand-clasp, the same 
sort of desire on his part to take her in his arms, crush her to 
Hines; 

If he had had any such desire for even a fleeting second he 
controlled it. He let go her hand, muttered something under his 
breath—good-bye perhaps—Susan could not hear what it was he 
said—jammed his hat on his head and was gone with long, hur- 
rying strides. 

If he had not felt that brief desire would he have done that? 
Wouldn’t he have been less abrupt, less afraid to prolong this 
agony a little longer? 

Well, no matter . . . if he had felt anything, except a desire 
to get away as quickly as possible, to make the break between 
them swift and sure, it was done with now. He would never feel 


it again, never come back . . . see her . . . take her hand, even 
in a hand-clasp of farewell. 
Farewell . . . that held a cheaply dramatic sound... . es- 


sence of the movies, the Victorian age. One did not get dramatic 
in this age, this crazy, mad age in which everything was supposed 
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to be unemotional, sane, clear. Clear as mud, sane as the jumble 
in her head, the mess she had made of everything she’d tried to 
do so far ... that first marriage . . . the hay-wire era after 

-e BOW TRIS. 3 

She could not sit there and think about it, when there was 
no use in thinking. She could not sit there and mope. She couldn’t, 
wouldn’t cry any more . . . God! she had cried until her eyes 
no longer focused clearly, until they pained and ached, until her 
very brain itself seemed to strain at the temples, throbbing as 
though to burst out. 

She jumped up, went into her bedroom, yanked open bureau 
drawers, tumbled things from the closet. She showered, got into 
some clothes, not caring what, dabbed make-up, not caring again, 
on her face. 

No more tears. No more moping. No more thinking even. Oh, 
especially no more thinking. She was through with that. No more 
thinking meant no more feeling, didn’t it? That was what she 
wanted. Not to have to feel any more—to shut every feeling 
away . . . outside of herself. 

There were ways to manage that. Other people managed. Stan 
managed. He wasn’t sitting about moping, thinking, regretting, 
longing, shedding tears. . . . Hardly. His thoughts weren’t nearly 
driving him mad. He didn’t have any thoughts, any feelings. He 
knew how to manage them. Drink, women, hell-raising and mo- 
mentary pleasure. Wasn’t that what he had called it once? But 
she must not think about what Stan had called things. Must not 
think about him. But she could be like him, do like him, follow his 
excellent example on the road to hell. Wherever that might be. 
More melodramatics, since there wasn’t any hell or heaven or 
anything. 

There was drink. Plenty of it. And as a substitute for women, 
men, A drunkard and a chaser. Well, she-could be the same. She 
could drink herself to death. A slow death but a merry one. It 
couldn’t come too soon to suit her. What was the use of going on, 
putting up pretense, fighting, when no one cared whether you 
fought or pretended or did anything? She could drink herself into 
oblivion anyway. Momentary oblivion, if not momentary pleasure. 
Or was it ecstasy . . . momentary ecstasy, as some old bird had 
penned it. Old bird. She must not use expressions that belonged to 
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_ Stan. Funny: how one picked them up, copied little idiosyncrasies, 
mannerisms, habits from a person one was close to, associated 
with. Not close to anyone ever, even when thinking you’d been. 
Acquaintances, Sure, we can be acquaintances at least! Wasn’t 
that fine? Wasn’t that something? Acquaintances who once shared 
everything, the same thoughts, the same emotions, the same bed. 
God, it was funny. So goddamned funny you had to laugh . . . 
or weep. 

Well, you could sleep with other acquaintances, seek ecstasy 
with them, walk out when the moment was over without regret, 
without so much as turning your head. No looking back. That 
was it. No looking forward, either. That was the way to live. 

She locked the door of the apartment—the apartment she had 
shared, had made with Stan. She put the key in her bag, rang for 
the elevator. 

A beginning and an end. An end and a beginning. Whichever 
way you put it, she was headed there. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


One of the nice things about Leon was if you wanted to show 
up suddenly, after not having shown up for months, he acted 
as though you had just been there yesterday. He did not ask you 
any questions, or try to pry into your affairs. Which was more 
than could be said for most people. 

Tom Hamilton, for instance, had kept at Susan all evening 
wanting to know what she was trying to do, drown her sorrows, 
or swim in them, and if it really was true that she and Stan had 
busted up. 

“What’s it to you?” Myra snapped. “You’re the dumbest fool 
I ever knew, Tom Hamilton!” Tom was sitting on one side of 
Susan, Myra sat down on the other side of her. 

“T just wondered if I was gonna have a chance with Susan,” 
Tom explained. “Can’t see anything so dumb about that!” 

“Its everybody’s privilege to be a fool in his own way,” 
Noisy commented. She was sitting on the lap of that same young 
man she had brought with her the night—ages and ages ago— 
when she had told Susan about seeing Jackie and Stan. “Though 
I must say,” Noisy went on, “I can’t quite see our Susie in the 
rôle.” 

“Why not?” Susan demanded. Thank God, she believed the 
drinks were finally beginning to take effect. She’d been pouring 
them down, as fast as possible, for hours it seemed. “Tve played 
the part of a fool most of my life. Fill her up again, Tommy my 
lad, I’m beginning to, feel fine!” 

Leon took the glass from her, refilled it. 

“Our genial host does the honors,” Tom said. He slid an arm 
around Susan’s waist. “If you feel so good how bout giving me a 
little kiss?” He landed one nearer her nose than her lips. 

“Why should she want to kiss you?” Myra asked. “You're the 
most conceited thing.” 

“All men are,” Noisy declared. “That Stan Reynard more so 
than most. I’d say you’re well rid of him, Susie. As for that 
Jackie de Monte. .. .” 

“Oh, Jackie’s all right,” Susan did not want Noisy to get 
started, “in her place. Jackie’s a smart gal, if you ask me. She 
knows her place is under a man. Not only in bed. She knows what 
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it’s all about, while the rest of us are still wondering. Thanks 
loads,” to Leon who handed her her drink. “As for Stan, you 
needn’t be afraid to talk about him in front of me. Why, Stan 
and I are still acquaintances! Didn’t you know that? Old ac- 
quaintances. Oh, my yes! Here’s to acquaintances!” she lifted her 
glass. “May they flourish forever. May they never end... .” 

“Atta baby!” Tom clinked his glass to hers. “Here’s to crime! 
To women! To Susan! Let’s all get drunk. Leon, how ’bout filling 
’em all up again?” 

“There’s plenty more—as much as you want,” Leon returned 
shortly, almost rudely for him. He looked at Susan; looked away 
abruptly. 

“Atta boy!” Tom crowed. 

“Youre drunk already!” Myra said. She got up from the 
davenport, crossed the room, flounced down into a chair. 

Susan wondered why Myra was so angry with Tom. There 
seemed to be more back of her anger than just annoyance at 
Tom’s crude advances toward her. Did Myra care about Tom? 
Well, if so, there was a chance to square one matter. She saw, 
as in a flash-light exposure, Myra and Stan in her bed. She felt 
again that swift surge of blinding jealousy, that primitive im- 
pulse to tear them apart, hurt them with her hands. It passed as 
quickly as it had come. She did not want to re-live that, or 
anything. She didn’t want to think or feel—square matters. 

“Go get everyone a drink then,” she gave Tom a little push. 
“Mine’s empty again.” 

“All right,” Tom agreed. “But give us another kiss first, Susan. 
Don’t dodge me like last time!” 

“Did I dodge you?” Susan laughed. The kiss she gave him left 
him red and sputtering, dazed, incredulous, like a man coming 
out from ether. “I say! That was a kiss!” he said. “C’mon, Jim!” 
he linked an arm through his. “Can I mix a drink after that! 
How ’bout some harmonizing?” Their voices, raised to the tune 
of Sweet Adeline, came floating back from the kitchen. 

One of the men who had been talking with the Fitzgibbons 
and Jim came over to stand in front of Susan. He was a stranger 
to her. She supposed she must have been introduced when he 
came in but she had forgotten his name. 

“May I sit down?” His smile was friendly, patronizing and at 
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the same time admiring. He was a man of about forty, a family 
man—that was stamped all over him. A traveling salesman, no 
doubt. Bent on raising a little hell when no one would be the 
wiser. Back home he probably was a deacon in the church, a 
member of The Elk’s, a leading civic citizen. A stranger, yet in 
that brief summing-up Susan knew him. As much, maybe more, 
than one got to know most people. 

She nodded; he sat down,\not too close. 

“You’re Susan Parks, aren’t you?” His glance was all admira- 
tion now. “The Susan Parks. . . .” 

Susan admitted it. She had got used to having people address 
her that way. Susan Parks, the one who wrote Painted Windows, 
or was it Window Panes? Anyway that book that had been such 
a rage. My dear; you must have made a fortune from that book! 
You know I’ve always meant to do a book, too, sometime. The 
story of my life. It would certainly make a book, my dear! But 
somehow I never get time. . . . Now tell me, where do you get 
your ideas? Are the people real? You writers, we’re on to you.... 

Susan had heard it all a thousand times. Knew just when to 
smile, when to shake her head. . . . Oh, Lord! would she never 
get done hearing it! 

“T don’t believe I got your name,” she said to the man “But 
no, don’t tell me! It doesn’t matter, does it? Any more than 
whether I’m Susan Parks—the Susan Parks or not. Suppose we 
pretend I’m not Susan Parks—and you’re not you! You find 
another name for me. TIl give you one. Let’s see . . .’”’ she pre- 
tended to consider gravely, thoughtfully. “Tom, Dick or Harry?” 
She wanted to call him something appropriate, William Jennings 
Bryan, or Stonewall Jackson, or again something for no reason 
at all, Abner or Andrew, Bullfinch or Bernard. She decided on 
Peter. Peter The Great. Peter Pepper, come and eat-er. . . . 

“PI call you Peter,” she gave him a smile, for no reason at 
all. She-did not care whether she smiled on him in her most 
alluring, come-hither manner or not. She did not care what she 
called him, or anyone. 

“That’s nice,” his smile was a trifle vague. He did not quite see 
the point to the game she was playing. “What shall I call you? 
I’m not a famous authoress, you know!” 

“Tm not either. You forget I’m not anyone tonight. What shall 
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you call me? If you can’t think of anything I shan’t help you.” 

“T can think of loads of suitable ones, flowers or jewels or any- 
thing beautiful,” he began to warm to the subject. “June, that’s 
what! What is so rare as a day in June?” He was well pleased 
with himself. He might not be a famous authoress but at least 
he knew poetry. “How does it go? Then heaven and earth try to 
get in tune? Something like that. Most appropriate, eh? I’m sure 
you’re as rare and I hope we can get in tune!” 

Lord! what an ass. Worse than she had thought possible. Peter 
The Great. Great Thinker. Great Poet. Great One With The 
Ladies. But maybe not so much worse than the usual run. Didn’t 
they all think they were cise Big Guys? Each in his own Great 
Way. . 

“You'll find me rare,’ Susan assured him. “Rare, raw and 
juicy. Rare specimen. Rarin ’to go. But June is very pretty. 
Thank you, Peter. January or March might have done, too. March 
hare. March on. Marchioness.” She knew he thought she was 
crazy, or drunk. But she wasn’t the latter. Not enough yet. ‘‘Ah, 
here comes Tom and Jim with the fire-water!” She needed 
more. Lord how much it took to keep one going, to fill the empty 
void. More dramatics! Maybe if she helped along a little. 

“Come on,” she grabbed the man she had christened Peter by 
his hands, pulled him to his feet. “Let’s dance. Tune in some- 
thing decent, somebody. Something gay . . . that’s better, Jim. 
Let there be noise! Let there be light . . . Come on, every- 
ed. og: 2? 

Rugs were kicked back, furniture shoved against walls, there 
was noise and action in plenty. Susan abandoned her partner 
after a time, did a solo, swaying languorously, provocatively, then 
whirling to a dizzy, feverish pace. Hands caught her when she 
would have fallen at the end. She was drunk. At last. 

After that everything was like a fuzzy negative, blurred edges. 
More dancing, more noise, more drinks. There was grabbing and 
necking, hugging and kissing. Myra passed out, was put to bed. 
One of the girls rode Tom piggy-back all over the house. Noisy 
and her “lamb” disappeared. As did the Fitzgibbons, together, 
as everyone remarked and exclaimed. Leon had disappeared long 
before. 

Susan found herself in a corner with Tom. He tried to feel 
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her, run his hand over her. She had to put up a fight to show she 
was not receptive. 

“Say!” he was aggrieved. “Didn’t you kiss me like anything 
tonight? You’re just a teaser, like I thought all along.” 

“Right you are,” Susan agreed. “‘A teaser is worse than a bum, 
isn’t she? In a man’s estimation—and this is a man’s world, my 
lad! Just a teaser, Tommy... sorry... .” 

It was as good a way to get rid of him as any. She could not 
quite stomach Tom. Couldn’t imagine even momentary ecstasy 
with him. He pawed. He could not keep his hands where they 
belonged, or his fat, red face. . . . 

“Go find Myra,” Susan said. “She likes you, Tom. She’s no 
teaser.” 

Tom said Myra was beyond liking any one. But he took the 
thought up, toyed with it. “You really think she likes me?” He 
ambled off. 

She wondered if he had gone to find Myra, whether she’d 
passed out or not. A little thing like that wouldn’t have bothered 
some men .:. Stan... .. But no, skip that! Maybe that was 
the best time to do what you wanted to do... it was Myra’s 
way. Maybe it wouldn’t matter if it were Tom, or who, if you 
had passed the point of knowing who it was. 

She wondered if she could ever reach such a point. Certainly 
it took a lot of drinks. She began to understand why Stan could 
take so many. . . . Where was he now? . . . Did he ever think 
of her, would he care what she did with herself? But of course 
he wouldn’t, damn him—damn him to hell! He wouldn’t care if 
she went to hell, which way she went. Maybe she’d meet him 
there: z.. 

Hell was Stan’s favorite expression. Why must everything have 
some remembrance, recollection of him? Jim Young, coming to 
bring her another drink—she’d asked for one—Stan’s friend. 
How much did Jim know? had he seen Stan lately? 

Susan did not ask him. She flirted with him, quite outrageously 
instead. Teaser, was she? K.O. On with the dance. She had al- 
ways suspected that Jim liked her. Always suspected he’d be un- 
true to Ellen given half a chance. ... 

“Let’s slip upstairs,” it was a whisper against her hair, a gentle 
urging against her body. “Please, Susan. You go first . . . after 
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this dance. . . .” His eye pleaded, burned as with a fever, his 
voice was thick. 

“What for?” She laughed at him, still teasing—siren on the 
rock, serpent in the garden. “Why, Jim? Besides someone would 
notice. Ellen . . . what then?” 

It amused her to see the look that came over his face when 
she mentioned Ellen. A trapped look, almost frightened. She 
gave him a look that renewed his ardor, and his courage. “No, 
she won’t ... please, Susan. Later on then. God! you’re beau- 
tiful. I’d like to pick you up in my arms and carry you off... .” 

“To some desert isle where it would really be safe?” That 
sounded like teasing, but it wasn’t. Suddenly that game began to 
sicken her too. Besides there was Ellen. She knew she could not 
forget Ellen even if Jim could. “Sorry,” Susan resisted the in- 
sistent whispers, the hot desire in his eyes, “It can’t be did, Jim. 
Not now. Not later. Not ever. To be honest. I was just talking a 
bunch of nonsense, as you were, too. . . .” 

“No I wasn’t! I meant it. I ‘don’t care if you were just talk- 
ing! Some other time. . . .” 

Susan shook her head, pulled away from the proximity of his 
body—Ellen was coming toward them. She wanted to know if 
Jim didn’t think it time to think about leaving? Susan was 
amused, and a little disgusted, to see his ready response, to see 
him put his arms around her, give her a kiss. Jim The Lover. 
Jim The Faithful. The Husband Type. For although he and Ellen 
were not married, could not be since Jim’s wife, although she 
had not lived with him for years, would not agree to divorce, 
Ellen and Jim were much the same as married. Even to Jim, as 
the husband, trying to put one over on Ellen, the wife, with her 
best friend! 

No, it could not have been Jim. Or she wasn’t drunk enough 
yet. A slow death but a gay one. Was there a state of drunken- 
ness that became a complete blank? Stan claimed there was. 
“Give us another drink . . . here’s how!” she meant to keep on 
trying to find it. This was the stranger, the man she’d called 
Peter. Lost for a time in the shuffle. Shuffle of drinks. Shuffle of 
partners. Shuffle of feet. 

“Been lookin’ all over for you, June,” he was drunk, but not 
so drunk that he had forgotten her. ‘““Whazis so rare, ishn’t that 
true? Have a lil drink with me . . . with Peter. Thought you’d 
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forgot I was among your reading public, your number of ad- 
MEETS. 24.2.” 

“Forget you!” Susan’s mocking eyes were shocked. They drank 
together. “Don’t you know that nothing is forgotten in the sub- 
conscious? Good ole subconscious that stores everything away, 
like so many sardines. I’m a sardine. You’re a sardine. . . .” 

“T am not!” Peter’s subconscious had not stored away any 
humor. He took his responsibilities seriously, even when tight. 
Everything was a responsibility, the one at the moment this 
girl, to make an impression on her, get as far as he could with 
her, even to making her if possible. Wasn’t that why a fellow 
got away from home, what was expected of him when he did? 
Drink and cheat a little. But never get caught. A man’s respon- 
sibility to be decent, right-living, a family man when he was 
home. ... 

He played up to the responsibility before him. Susan played 
back. She was as drunk as she could-get, unless she passed out. 
There must be some end to this as well as to everything else. 

The end was in one of the bedrooms upstairs. Susan did not 
know just how she got there, though she knew it had not been 
against her will. This was the end she had wanted, wasn’t it? 
Drink and women. Drink and men. The only two things worth 
bothering about. Stan’s philosophy. To hell with Stan! Damn 
nice of Leon to provide the liquor, the man .. . where was 
Leon? She must see him, thank him... talk with him. . 
sometime, not now. Now nothing mattered but oblivion. Mo- 
mentary oblivion. This stranger better than Tom or Jim—a 
mere acquaintance. Well, acquaintances went to bed together- 
didn’t they, went through motions, gave them names? Desire 


maco pleasure ... . ecstasy . . . pain... 
Susan burst out laughing. “I know,” she said. “The name is 
gander sauce. Goose for the . . . ever taste any gander sauce, 


Peter, my lad?” 

Peter said he never had. “Never heard of it.” Peter looked 
puzzled. “You’re always giving everything a name. Or is it some 
poetry, like rare is a day, June?” 

“Poetry? Sure, it’s poetry . . . old Mother Goose. Old Mother 
Nature. It’s all you’re going to get. . . .” 

Peter did not care what she named it, as long as she gave it to 
him now. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


From then on Susan was drunk most of the time; drunk, as Stan 
had put it, or getting over a drunk, or starting another. She tried 
as often as possible to achieve that state of oblivion wheneevery- 
thing became a blank, not even remembered the following day. 
Some times she managed, though as time went on it became a 
more difficult achievement. 

When she was not drunk, or trying to get that way, she was 
asleep, which was another state of insensibility. She slept any- 
where she happened to be, somebody’s couch or car, in a great 
many different beds. 

The few occasions when not drunk or sleeping were awful. 
The hang-over intervals. Full of ghosts, memories. She was not 
getting any proper food or rest. Her nerves were jumpy, she was 
thinner than she had ever been and had deep-~circles that in- 
tensified the bigness of her large grey eyes. Rather a slow and 
torturous death. She thought of other ways. Car over a cliff— 
too messy, might not be fatal, messier still. Turn on the gas— 
nice and peaceful, but not very dramatic, and Susan was being 
dramatic these days, as she knew. A bullet in the temple, more 
like it, blood splattered all about, headlines in the papers. But a 
bullet hole might not do too pretty a job and she wanted to look 
presentable at her own funeral just in case anyone did come to 
take a look and shed a tear. 

This way was best. More cowardly, perhaps, or ‘did it take 
more courage to keep on, especially in those ghastly intervals 
when she had to face herself, awakening to disgust, loathsome 
remembrance, a strange bed, some times a strange man. Those 
moments when no amount of drinking would drive away her 
thoughts. 

Well, she had been given the name, she would do a good job 
of living up to it. Drink and men. Any damn thing to drink. No 
ties that way, no hanging on, no. regrets, definite attachments. 
Oh, mercy no! never anything like that. Never anything that 
could leave one open to suffering. Fire that would not so much 
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as scorch one’s fingers. So casual, so meaningless, so numerous 
that no mark would be left. 

Except during those intervals when thought was clear—in- 
tervals inescapable at times. One such was the night when Noisy’s 
boy-friend Bunny was the acquaintance. Susan had not realized 
it was he, to her he had represented just another means to an 
end. She had not realized Noisy would care, or raise the roof, 
almost literally, over their heads. 

It had not been a pretty scene. It had been one that had left 
a mark. One that left Susan more disgusted with herself than 
ever before. She never knew how it started exactly. Her mind 
had been so foggy that oblivion had been the next step ahead. 
Maybe Noisy’s “lamb” had been the only means at hand. Maybe 
Susan had lured him away from Noisy—Noisy claimed she had 
—kidnapped him against his will—Noisy. claimed she had done 
that, too, though even in the fog, it had seemed to Susan he had 
been willing enough—Lord! they always were. They were all 
alike, standing around; tongues hanging out, waiting for the slight- 
est encouragement. In this particular case history Noisy insisted, 
however, that Susan had done not only all the encouraging, but 
all the seducing as well. It seemed that Noisy objected strenu- 
ously, even physically, to Susan seducing her Bunny. 

Susan and Bunny had been together scarcely long enough, just 
long enough in fact, when there came a loud and persistent 
knocking at the door. Neither Susan nor Bunny paid any atten- 
tion to it, being otherwise occupied. The knocking became more 
persistent, louder. It was accompanied by Noisy’s voice, as loud 
and persistent as the knocking. The knocking became a furious 
rattling of the doorknob and vicious kicks against the panels, 
since the door was locked. Noisy insisted, of course, that it had 
been Susan who had locked the door. 

Something of what was going on outside the door finally pen- 
etrated Susan and Bunny’s consciousness. Such an onslaught was 
bound to penetrate the most impenetrable fog. 

“Golly,” Bunny’s face, at least Susan supposed it must be a 
face, although now that she considered it, it wasn’t much of one, 
took on an expression of dubious alarm. “Golly, d’you suppose 
that could be Noisy?” Light breaking through the mist. 
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could be as noisy as all that. 

“What d’you suppose she wants?” Even when the mist cleared, 
there was not much, except mist, in Bunny’s head. 

“Can’t imagine!” Susan was cheerful, indifferent. Damn 
thoughtless of Noisy to interrupt them like this. If she didn’t 
stop in a minute Susan would get up, though that would be quite 
an effort, and tell her to stop it. 

“Tf you don’t unlock this door, open up, this instant I tell you 
Pll break the g— d—— thing into a million splinters! If you 
don’t let me in, you. . . .” but the rest of Noisy’s speech, the 
names she found for Bunny and Susan, would not pass the 
printer, let alone the censors, 
` Besides they were only the accompaniment to the steady and 
furious barrage against.the door. 

Susan supposed she would have to drag herself up and put a 
stop to it. It would not do for Noisy to keep that up indefinitely. 
It would be a shame to break down that perfectly good door. 
And Susan’s head ached badly enough without all that hammer- 
ing. 

“Guess I’d better let her in,” Susan tried to lift her head from 
the pillow. No easy task consideriue its weight. 

“Let her in!” Bunny’s dubiousness changed to positive alarm 
at such a suggestion. “Don’t you do that. Golly, anything but 
that! Pretend you’re asleep. Pretend you’re somebody else. Pre- 
tend... 

“Noisy’s not as dumb as all that!’ Susan made another effort 
to sit up, groaned, sank back again. “You get up and open the 
door, Bunny, there’s a good egg.” 

“Not me!” Bunny’s face looked less like a face than ever. It 
looked more like a Hallowe’en mask. “She’d kill me! She’d do 
most anything!” 

“What of it?” Susan groaned again. Lord, she was beginning 
to feel awful! Her head was splitting and her stomach felt as 
though it was churning around and might heave Jonah at any 
moment. Why in hell didn’t Noisy stop all that racket and let 
them go to sleep? 

“Tf you won’t let her in I’ll have to,” Susan put a foot out of 
bed. 
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Bunny became a thing of action, almost as violent as Noisy’s 
clamor on the other side of the door. He grabbed Susan around 
the neck, clung to her, almost choking off her breath. He begged 
and pleaded and prayed for her not to do anything like that. 


“For Christ’s sake-. . . good-night! .. . golly!” his voice was 
a hoarse stage-whisper, his face one gruesome mask after an- 
other, “please! .: . no! .... don’t! .... pretend... .” 


“I’m not going to pretend anything!” Susan tried to fling him 
off, put him out of her way. At the same time someone, or rather 
several someones from the sounds of voices outside, came along 
to try to put a stop to Noisy’s commotion. While Susan struggled 
with Bunny within, there were sounds of struggle outside. Finally 
force must have been applied. Noisy’s shrieks and threats and 
names grew fainter. There were retreating footsteps, other voices 
diminishing—a silence louder than all the noise. 

Leon’s voice came through the door. “I theenk you had better 
unlock the door, Susan, please. I am afraid we can not do any- 
thing with Noisy unless Bunny comes out.” 

“I'm trying to unlock it,” Susan gave Bunny a last desperate 
shove, freed herself from his clutches, stumbled across the room. 
She was panting, her clothing was torn and ripped, her face 
scratched, her hair tangled and in her eyes. Bunny had been 
wilder, and more demonstrative, in his fright than in his passion. 
He had put up a good fight to stay kidnapped, even if he had 
been carried off against his will. “I’ve been trying to unlock the 
door for the last half hour,” Susan panted; she turned the key, 
pushed the door wide. 

“T think it best for you not to come out just yet,” Leon said. 
If he was surprised at her appearance, which was grotesque to 
put it mildly, he did not show it. “It would be best to give Noisy 
time to regain her composure, somewhat. I think it would be 
best just for Bunny to go to her.” 

“Tm not going anywhere near-her!” It was a wail of protest 
from the bed. It would not have been surprising to have seen 
Bunny under the bed, instead of in it. No doubt that’s where he 
would have been, had he been able to think of it. 

Susan did not give him time to think of anything. She got hold 
of his feet and yanked him on to the floor. “Oh, yes you are!” 
she said. “You’re going right away. The sooner the better. Lord! 
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now that I look at you, see you ... . get on your way!” She half 
dragged him across the floor, yanked him to his feet, gave him a 
shove. “Get going, enfant, on your way! I hope I never see you, 
or anything like you, ever again. I hope I never see anyone, not 
for a long, long time. I’m so damned fed-up .. . so damned 
tired . . . so nauseated. . . . I’m going to sleep. . . .” She fell 
on the bed sprawling as she landed. “Been trying to go to sleep 
for a long long time . . . forever and ever. . . . Hope stay that 
way ... hope never wake up. ... Any goddamned bastard,” 
she raised her head a trifle, let it fall, “that tries wake me up 

anybody at all. . .” 

Leon closed the door, put the key in the outside,- turned it, re- 
moved it to his pocket. ; 

“Any son of a ——...” Susan murmured. “Tries to... 
gonna sleep . . . forever... tell you... let me. . . .” Susan 
slept. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


Susan never knew how long she slept. It seemed to her that she 
had wakened once or twice when Leon or Letty, the old colored 
woman who worked for him and who with her husband, Henry, 
lived over the garage, had come to see if there was anything she 
wanted. 

She felt she could never get enough sleep, but finally it seemed 
she had. Her thoughts were clear again, too clear. Noisy, that 
pounding on the door. Bunny, the frantic fear on his stupid face, 
her struggle with him. Ugh! she was filled with disgust. Not with 
Bunny or Noisy so much as with herself. She was beginning to 
think too clearly. What she needed was a pick-up, a good strong 
drink. 

She tried to lift her head, gingerly, from experience, found it 
not too heavy, though groggy with sleep. She felt a bit weak, but 
not shaky. The sleep must have done her some good. 

The house seemed unusually quiet, for Leon’s house at dusk 
(which it was now), for his house was usually filled with a blare 
of discordant cacophony at that hour. She found her clothes, 
neatly pressed, hung in the closet She got into them, went down 
stairs. Letty, preparing dinner in the kitchen, seemed to be the 
only one about. 

“Lawsy me!” Letty threw up her wrinkled hands, her face 
shining in its astonishment. ‘You sho done gib me a fright, Miz 
Susan. Ah thought you all was still a-sleepin’.” 

“I guess I’ve slept long enough,” Susan smiled. “Sorry, if I 
frightened you. Where’s Mr. Justin, Letty? Where’s everybody?” 

“Miz Justin he be here most any minute now. Der ain’t nobudy 
else here which am why diz place am so quiet-like. And a good 
thing dat am for once! Miz Justin he say not to let nobody in jes 
so you kin go on a-sleepin’, Miz Susan.” 

That was remarkable—for Leon to give instructions like that. 
It must have been the first time his door had been closed to any- 
one. “That sleep surely made a new woman out of me,” Susan 
admitted. “All I need now, to set me up, is a good stiff drink. 
Know where I can find it, Letty?” 
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“Ah dun know as Ah does,” Letty looked doubtful. “Dere’s 
usually a bottle up on dat shelf. But Ah dunno as Miz Justin 
would want you to hab it, Miz Susan. Miz Justin he done say 
he want you to git well.” 

“A good bracer is what I need for that!” Susan assured her. 
“Hand me the bottle, Letty.” 

“Ah dunno as Ah’d drink it all!” Letty’s face still wore its 
dubious look as she climbed on a chair to reach the bottle for 
Susan, and handed it to her. 

“Not all at once,” Susan poured herself a good-sized measure. 
Um, that was the stuff! She could feel it clear down to her toes. 
All she needed now was some food. “You fixing dinner, Letty? 
Good!” as the old woman nodded. “I’m hungrier than a starving 
banker. Pll amble along into the other room, have a bite when 
you get things ready.” 

“You gwine take dat whole bottle along?” Letty’s eyes bulged 
anxiously. “Ah dunno as Miz Justin... .” 

“It’s okey,” Susan said briefly. It was all very well for Leon 
to see that she had her sleep. But if he had given orders to watch 
her liquor that was going too far. She switched on the lamps, 
tuned in some low music on the radio, settled herself on the 
davenport, the bottle not too far away. 

She noticed how different the room looked some way—it had 
always been so filled with people and noise, the furniture disar- 
ranged, pushed out of the way, that she had never really seen it 
as it was before. It was quiet now, restful, really charming, a 
room that reminded Susan of Leon himself. Big, dignified, yet 
comfortable—rich coloring of orientals and oil paintings on pan- 
eled walls, soft circles of lamp-light, deep friendly shadows. Why, 
it was a room for living, for friendly fire-side chats, books in 
deep chairs, laughter over tea, soufid of children’s voices. . . . 

Susan decided she must still be groggy. She poured herself an- 
other hooker. Children’s voices in Leon’s living room—tea— 
she must be goofy! Laughter, yes, and plenty of hilarity. She 
was all set to begin again. She made a grimace. Begin what? 

Leon’s car crunching on the gravel of the driveway. Leon, his 
grave expression lighting to one of pleasure, as he came into the 
room. 

“Hello, my dear! So the sleeping beauty has awakened! It is 


Why Get Married 105 


nice to see you looking so fresh and rested.” He took her two 
hands in his. 

“Thanks to the dragon guarding the castle gate . . . you are 
an old dragon, aren’t you, darling!” She found when she stood 
up on tiptoe to give him a light kiss on his cheek that her head 
was still groggy, dizzy rather. Those drinks on an empty stomach. 
But it was a pleasant dizziness. She felt exhilarated, gay. “I am 
rested, Leon. I feel great! How did you ever manage to keep 
everyone away? It was nice of you. But I’m ready now to begin 
again. Shall we celebrate? Have a party? Paint things crimson?” 

“T thought we might celebrate alone, just we two,” Leon’s eyes 
strayed to the bottle, nearly half empty. “Unless that would bore 
you too much, Susan? I thought we would have dinner first. . . .” 

“Bore me! I’m thrilled—and honored—beyond words. Dinner 
with the dragon! I’m starved, feel as though I hadn’t eaten a 
decent meal in weeks. Shall we have a cocktail of some sort to 
start the celebration?” 

“Tf you like.” He let go her hands. “Pl have Henry fix it, 
while I wash up a bit. If you'll excuse me, please?” 

“Run along,’ Susan gave him an affectionate pat. “This is 
going to be jolly, Leon—just you and I. Certainly it’s going to be 
unique!” : 

“If it proves too unique we can invite some one else in after 
dinner, 4...” 

“T didn’t say that! Why, all my life I’ve been waiting for a 
chance to have you all to myself, work my fateful wiles upon 
you. You'll have to be careful, Leon!” 

“Not too careful,” he smiled at her. “I, too, have been wait- 
ing—a long while to—be alone with you.” 

“Then I’m the one who’ll have to take care,” Susan laughed. 
She poured herself another drink as Leon left the room. She 
could stand that and a cocktail as well. After one ate they never 
had as much effect. This was going to be nice. To have Leon all 
to herself for a whole evening. 

The dinner was nice, excellent really. Chilled fruit cup, steam- 
ing soup, chicken Southern style, spiced ham with raisin sauce, 
fresh vegetable salad, crackers and cheese with demi-tasse. 

“Mercy on us!” Susan heaved a sigh of absolute content as 
she sipped cool creme de menthe through a tiny straw. “I never 
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knew that food could be so divine, or that I could be such a 
glutton.” 

Leon said he was happy that she had enjoyed it. He said it was 
really Letty’s doings, and Henry’s. “It is Letty’s most famous 
Southern dinner. The liqueurs, Henry’s touch.” 

Susan told Henry to be sure to tell Letty how she had enjoyed 
it. “I am wondering if I shall be able to walk,” she said. “I’m so 
stuffed.” 

In the living room she curled her feet under her on the daven- 
port, reached for a cigaret. Leon lighted it for her, drew up a 
chair. ; 

They smoked and talked. The sort of talk that went with the 
atmosphere, restful, quiet. Intimate yet impersonal with silences 
that were comfortable. “Do you know,” Susan said after a time, 
“I just discovered, before you came in this evening, what a really 
delightful room this is, Leon. And how it fits you. You as you 
really are.” 

“Tt is the angle, the viewpoint, from which one looks,’ Leon 
said. “No doubt you never saw the room before except when it 
was overflowing with people. I’m glad you find it delightful.” 

“I do,’ Susan nodded. “Much more than the other way. 
Though that serves its purpose, too. What do you say, Leon? 
Isn’t it about time for a drink? A nice long tall cold one wouldn’t 
go bad, would it?” i 

“If you like,” he started to rise to carry out her wish, paused 
to look down at her a moment. “I had rather hoped you might 
not care to drink much this evening.” 

“What’s the big idea?” Susan laughed. She was amused because 
Leon looked so serious. 

“I had hoped that you would stop this drinking so much, al- 
together.” 

“I thought you believed in letting. people do as they pleased. 
Not only believed in it, but that it was a sort of creed of yours.” 

“So it is,” he was still grave. “However, if you are going to 
persist in trying to drink yourself to death I’m afraid I shall feel 
obliged to try to interfere. At least, I shall have to refuse, at the 
risk of offending you, to take any part in it.” 

“Meaning that you won’t give me any more to drink?” The 
amusement left Susan’s eyes; there was a dangerous glint in 
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them. Had Leon—of all people—planned this purposely, in order 
to lecture her, poke his nose into her affairs? Was he, too, going 
to prove a disappointment? 

“One or two, if you wish them,” his face was flushed—it was 
indeed difficult for Leon to have to seem ungracious, but his 
tone was determined, “but no more. Not too much.” 

“And who are you to determine just how much is too much?” 
her tone was light, but flecked with bitterness. She shrugged. 
“Never mind the drink, thank you. One or two is only enough to 
start with. Though why you should think you have the right to 
interfere if I choose to drink myself to death. . . .” 

“T scarcely believe you really want to do that,” it was Leon 
who looked amused now, his eyes crinkling up at their corners. 
“Tsn’t it rather that you enjoy making yourself suffer—and others 
with your Aren’t you rather endeavoring to surfeit yourself in 
your suffering?” 

“Maybe,” shortly. “Though I don’t give a damn whether I live 
or die. I know you think I’m talking dramatics! But I mean it. 
What’s the use of anything? Life’s just a joke played on poor 
miserable trivial creatures too small and trivial to know that it 
is a joke. If you’ve planned to preach to me, Leon—tell me how 
to run my life—” the dangerous glint in her eyes deepened; she 
uncurled her degs, sat up straighter, “I warn you it’s no go.” 

“Have I ever preached to you? Have I ever tried to tell you 
what to do?” 

“Once,” briefly. “Although I’ll admit I asked for it. Perhaps 
you’ve forgotten that you advised me once to kick over the 
traces. Well,” grimly, “I did. I’m still doing it. So if I intend to 
keep on I can’t see what right you have to offer advice again.” 

Leon’s face flushed more deeply; his kind eyes were distressed. 
He spoke slowly, as though weighing his words. “I am indeed 
sorry if any advice of mine brought you into this. If I agreed you 
ought to take life less deeply, give in to your natural impulses, 
it was not that I meant you to do so without balance or reason. 
Indeed, if I had not been sure that you had more than ordinary 
balance and sense I should never have offered such advice.” 

“Advice is always dangerous,” Susan remained stolidly obdu- 
rant. “Another reason why you should not offer any more, Leon.” 
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“Another reason why I should,” he corrected. “If that first 
advice was the cause that led you into the manner in which you 
are living at present, drinking until your health, your very mind 
itself, will be ruined, then surely friendship is not worth its name 
unless it give the privilege to try to help, advise again.” 

“You forget I haven’t asked for it this time! Really Leon,” 
Susan shrugged, “I think it’s you who are talking dramatics now. 
Even if you are the instigator of my downfall, which I did not 
say you were, still I hardly feel you have the right to force your 
advice or convictions on me. Certainly not because of friendship, 
duty . . . I supposed duty had died long since, along with all 
the other old-fashioned virtues like honesty and loyalty, courage 
and love.” 

“I rather believe you have found that all of them haven’t 
died,” his eyes looked into hers. “Love, for one. If it had why 
should you be doing as you are?” 

“What difference does it make why one does anything?” Susan 
refused to meet his look. She got up, began to pace back and 
forth. In a moment she came to stand in front of him again. 
“Well, since you speak of love, why not discuss it further? Great 
Big Wonderful Love. Ain’t it grand? Just see what it did for me! 
Another of life’s little jokes. More mud in your eye. Sure, love 
still lives. Bring it on! Every variety, since it all amounts to 
one thing, sex. Bring on the sex then, Leon, since you refuse to 
bring on the liquor. Maybe you won’t refuse me that... ad- 
vise me against it.” 

She ran her hand through his hair, smiled down into his eyes, 
a challenging, tantalizing smile, with mockery in her-tone and 
eyes. “Surely you won’t, since you, too, are a Great Big Man. 
You say you want to help me, why not help in the way I’ve 
chosen? You say you’re my friend, surely you can be more 
fond of me than that—can be an acquaintance, for instance! 
Surely you can teach me something more about this wonderful 
thing called love!” She sat down on the arm of his chair, laid her 
cheek against his for a moment, looked into his eyes again, some 
of the mockery leaving her own. She brushed her lips against his, 
fleetingly, coaxingly, inviting further response from him. 

“Tf you want to refuse me your excellent whiskey, and it is 
excellent, Leon, let me assure you! surely you won’t refuse me 
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yourself! How could you refuse when a lady offers herself so 
freely, when she begs, with a sob in her throat and hot passion 
heaving in her breast. Seriously though, I’d rather it be you than 
all those strangers. A friend, rather than se many mere ac- 
quaintances. Why didn’t I think of you before, Leon? So care- 
less of me, so thoughtless! But maybe you were more prescient, 
maybe you planned this, set the stage, kept out the audience, 
wined me and dined me, steered the conversation into right chan- 
nels, provided the cue—Well done, Leon, not half bad! I remem- 
ber you reminded me once that you were a man, before you were 
a gentleman. 

“Well,” she wave a reckless laugh, jumped up, caught him 
by both hands, “I shouldn’t like to be disappointed in you now. 
Come, Leon . . . gather me in your arms, carry me boldly up 
the stairs—or if you prefer, Pll walk, I’m that willing—shame- 
less “hussy !— fallen woman, for I’m a woman, Leon, remember 
that! Even though I’m not drunk, but painfully sober I’m will- 
ing, Leon. Let’s get on with it. Fulfill our very human and nat- 
ural desires. Snatch a little pleasure from the begrudging gods. 


“Take me Leon . . . hold me, plunder me! Take me now .. . 
this instant . . . here. In the name of hope, faith and charity, in 
the name of any damn thing at all—for my sake, for yours. To 
satisfy lust, feed our hunger . . . enflame our love... .” 


Leon thrust back his chair. He stood up, put his hand on her 
shoulder—she swayed toward him, head thrown back, grey eyes 
mocking, challenging, lips parted, soft and tempting—body slen- 
der, alluringly feminine, curved slightly backward as in a taut 
bow, yielding, pliable, an offering—she had never looked more 
beautiful, more colorful, more alive. His strong hands held her 
firmly, his eyes looked down into hers, Sad eyes, kind—eyes that 
were wounded, distressed. 

“How is it that you can speak that way—even in jest? Can 
you really think that of me for even a laughing moment? Can 
you make light of our friendship, my desire to save you from 
your own foolishness? Make light of my love, just because 
you’ve found some love that proved light and lustful? Don’t you 
know, Susan, that I love you? That that is my reason, my right 
to interfere in your life? I would not do that from mere friend- 
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ship, but I cannot stand by, let you go on as you have, when I 
love you as I do.” 

She looked at him—caught her breath. No, she hadn’t known 
—yet, hadn’t she? She had guessed that he cared for her, though 
not like this. She had not believed that anyone—any man—could 
care in this way. “Don’t you want me then? If you love me as 
Si Be dag ne ld 

“Please, Susan!” He drew away from her; the lines at the 
corners of his mouth were grim. “Must I remind you again that 
I am a man—and human? Of course I want you, my dear. More 
than I want anything on this earth. What man wouldn’t want 
you? And when you offer yourself. . . . But not like that. Not 
an empty, reckless gesture. Not in mockery, defiance—with noth- 
ing but bitterness in your heart... .” 

“But I’m very fond of you,” Susan’s lips were still soft, 
tremulous, her lovely face flushed—if he wanted her, why not 
give him something he wanted? It would be more than a gesture. 
She was fond of him. “I mean it. I’m perfectly willing. It’s not 
all mockery. I’ve no bitterness toward you. I want you, too, 
Leon.. A9 

“I said that I love you,” his eyes did not look away from hers. 
“Don’t you understand? Doesn’t that mean anything to you, 
Susan? I love you too much for that. I love you, Susan. Not just 
your beautiful woman’s body. It is you, yourself, whom I love.” 

He said it so simply that she did understand. She turned away, 
turned back toward him. Her eyes were no longer mocking, they 
were filled with tears. “Sorry, Leon,” she held out her hand. “Can 
you forgive me—for being such a damned little fool?” 

“I can forgive you anything,” the smile that came back into 
his eyes wiped away all the hurt, the distress. “Anything, always, 
my dear. I don’t think you a leetle fool. A leetle foolish, maybe. 
There is something I should like very much to tell you, if you 
will listen. Something that will explain why that other kind of 
love can never be—for us. Why, as I once told you, I believe in 
love.” He took her hands—he could touch her now—drew her 
down on the davenport beside him. “If you care to listen, Susan?” 

“I want to listen,” Susan said. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


“I KNOW many people wonder why I never talk about my past,” 
Leon said. “But it’s not, as some suppose, because there is any 
dark secret about it. Rather it’s just that I cannot talk about it 
—to just anyone. I am an Austrian. My family was an old and 
honorable one, my father an attaché to the court of the Emperor. 
But as you know, that is all history—my family, their fortune, 
wiped out by the war. I’m only teling you something of this to 
show you the circumstances that led up to my marriage. . . .” 

“I didn’t know you had ever married!” Susan could not conceal 
her surprise. 

“I still am married,” a shadow of pain crossed Leon’s grave 
face. “It was a marriage arranged by our families, as most mar- 
riages were in our country in those days. My fiancée and I were 
betrothed when children, but had never seen each other until we 
came of age and met for the formalities preceding the ceremony.” 

“How dreadful!” Susan murmured. “As though marriage 
weren’t risky enough. . . .” 

“I don’t believe such an arrangement is more reesky, as you 
would say, than any other,” Leon smiled. “However this mar- 
riage turned out a most happy one. I fell in love with my fiancée 
immediately. Not only was she most lovely, but she was intelli- 
gent, a talented musician, gifted in many. ways. She was shy, re- 
served, but she, too, fell in love with me.’ 

“You make it sound like a fairy tale.” It was nice in this crazy 
modern world to hear of a romance that seemed so far-removed, 
nice to know it could have existed. 

“So it was,” Leon’s eyes held a far-away look; then clouded; 
“But unlike fairy. tales, it did not end with that happiness to last 
forever and ever.’ 

“Because it was life, after all. But what happened, Leon?” 

“We had one year. Happiness that was overflowing, especially 
when my wife found she was to have a child. Our joy then was 
unbounded. We wished for children more than anything on this 
earth. But it was not to be... .” 
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“You mean it died—the baby?” 

“No,” he shook his head. “There was something not known 
in the arrangements—though I am glad for it would not have 
kept me from marrying her—but there was something kept 
hidden, concealed. A strain of insanity in her family.” 

“You mean. . . .” But Susan could not ask that question. “Did 
she die, Leon?” 

He shook his head again. “I wish she had, Susan. There are 
worse things than death. She is still living, may live for many 
years to come. She went out of her mind when the baby was 
still-born. It finally became necessary to put her away, confine 
her from other people. It has`been twenty-five years now.” 

“Oh!” There was nothing besides that exclamation of horror 
and sympathy for Susan to say. Words were futile. As. futile as 
this tragedy. 

Leon did not say anything more either for a while. He seemed 
to have gone back—into that other world, that other life. His 
mind could not return to the present. 

“Were you sure, are you—you say she is still living—sure that 
it is incurable?” 

He bent his head. Spread his hands a dropped them. “Ev- 
erything was done that could be. Specialists from every country. 
All sorts of treatments. She may live to an old age, physically 
she is strong and well. Her mind, that was so eager, so talented, 
is infested with fear—she who never feared any living thing! If 
she only could have been happy! But she is like some bewildered, 
frightened animal, huddled, hiding in a cage—fright that turns 
into a frenzy of terror at the approach of anyone, even I who 
loved her, would have given my own life gladly, my own mind to 
have spared her. . . .” 

“How can you bear it! How can you think of it! Talk of 
eae al 

g can’t—not to anyone but you, Susan.” For a moment he 
came back into the present, looked into her eyes. “That’s why 
I don’t. Why I came away, left my own country, my people— 
though they were dead or exiled, my country in chaos. But I 
had to leave. The sight of me, my voice—brought on her worst 
spells. It is always so in such cases. It is those they have loved, 
they fear and turn against. There was nothing I could do. Her 
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physical cate is provided. Had I stayed, I, too.would have 
broken, lost my mind, I’m sure. I had to build a new life. A 
new existence. I can never go back.” 

“I don’t see how you can look back—or go on,” she under- 
stood now a great deal better about Leon, why he never ques- 
tioned people, why he allowed them to live as they pleased—why 
he kept his doors open to anyone, surrounded himself with noise, 
people. “I don’t think life—or love—has brought you much,” 
she added with a touch of her old bitterness. 

“Tt brought me that one year,” he reminded. “And now, you, 
Susan.” He laid his hand on hers, looked into her eyes. “Even 
though you don’t love me, as I love you, I have your friendship, 
which is more rare, as you have said, than love itself.” 

“I feel ashamed,” Susan said. “Not only because of the way 
I’ve behaved as though I were the only person living who had 
ever been hurt, but ashamed because I’m not worthy, Leon, of 
love like yours—or even friendship.” 

“Don’t say that,” he shook his head. “If you weren’t, you 
could not inspire such friendship—love. You can be worthy of 
anything you wish to be.” 

She looked at him again. “Well, I’m going to try—to be worthy 
of friendship, at least.” 

“And of yourself,” he told her. “You thought I wanted to 
preach to you. I hope I haven’t done that! You ought to know 
that I theenk everyone should do as he theenks right. But you, 
Susan, you were not doing what was right for you. You were 
not being true, even to your own self, my dear.” 

Susan knew that was true. Her own conception of right. Maybe 
after all that was the only code of morals. “PIL try. . . . I prom- 
ise, Leon,” she knew what it must have cost him to look back 
into the past, to tell this to her. She could not love him as she 
wished with all her heart she could, but she could give him this 
much, “T’ll be true to myself, I promise you that.” 

“That is all I ask.” He sealed that promise with the gratitude 
in his own heart and eyes. “But come, we have talked long 
enough. Would you like that drink now—that one or two?” His 
eyes crinkled at their corners. 

“T believe I would,” she could smile again, too. “You needn’t 
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worry that it will be more than that! I’ve had enough of dramat- 
ics, Leon, for a time.” ; 

“That is just as well.” He got up to go fix the drinks. She got 
up, too. Put her arms around him, drew his face down to hers, 
kissed his lips, lightly, sweetly. 

“You needn’t worry, either,” her eyes laughed into his, “that 
I'll try to seduce you again. I’ve had my fill of seductions and 
bedrooms.” 

“A bedroom—even a seduction—is all right in its place.” Then 
he wagged his head at her. “I warn you that another time I 
might not resist you so well. That would never do. It would be 
the end of our friendship.” 

“I wonder why that’s so true?” Susan mused. “Friendship and 
passion, they will not mix.” 

“They need not. . . . But there’s one thing more I want to 
show you,” he opened the desk, unlocked a small drawer, handed 
Susan a leather folder. 

It was a portrait of a young girl. A lovely girl in a simple 
white frock. A girl with wide fearless eyes, delicate features, 
mouth sensitive, gay. A girl whose mind must be as fearless, as 
lovely as her countenance, whose air of high distinction, though 
natural and without self-consciousness, was unquestionably that 
of breeding and the heritage of nobility of character. 

Susan knew without asking that it was a portrait of Leon’s 
wife. 

She looked at it while he was gone from the room. If she had 
felt ashamed before, unworthy—felt she must live up to the 
promise given, now she was doubly ashamed, and yet strength- 
ened. 

She laid the portrait back on the desk as Leon came into the 
room, 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


Leon had suggested that Susan go away for a time. He thought 
that might help her. She was afraid not. 

“T couldn’t go far enough,” she said. “There isn’t any place 
far enough to get away from one’s self. No, Leon, I might as 
well stay here and face things out.” 

She tried to get really interested again in her work. Her third 
book was promised by spring. So far she had not written a word 
of it. She would have to go to work. But although she tried to 
force a certain amount each day, she could not capture that illu- 
sive something which made work, life itself, worth while. 

“Maybe it’s because I’m forcing it,” she told Leon, “but it’s 
no go. In actual wordage I’ve written a couple of books, but I’ve 
had to chuck it all.” 

Susan was spending a great deal of her time with Leon. They 
had dinners together, long talks before the fire, even tea! She 
did not go unless she knew he had arranged to be alone, Not 
that she did not trust herself to meet the old crowd, but rather 
that she wanted to be alone. She was trying to get some sort of 
grip on herself. 

She tried to think of Stan, when she must think of him, as 
dead—to her, at least. That was easier. Death was final. The 
heart might yearn after those who had died, but the yearning 
was tempered with resignation. When death had taken someone 
the parting was irrevocable. There was no danger of a chance 
encounter. No reason to start in fear and trembling at every 
ring from the doorbell or phone. No use to search every face 
one passed, listen for every voice, when the watching and listen- 
ing was hopeless. When a man had died his friends spoke of what 
he had done, not of what he was doing. 

Susan was careful to avoid places where Stan might go; an- 
other reason she felt so safe at Leon’s. But she could not keep 
away from everyone who knew and saw him. She could not 
escape all rumors and gossip. She heard that Stan had been on 
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another tear—that he had left Jackie—that he had put across 
another big deal—gone on another tear again. 

She rushed out of a restaurant once because she thought she 
recognized the set of Stan’s shoulders, the back of his head. 
Rushed out when she spent so many moments scanning every 
back for just such resemblance. She never asked any questions 
regarding him. When she longed with every fibre of her being 
to ask them. She shut all comment behind sealed lips, when 
any rumors did reach her. Yes, it would have been easier if Stan 
had died. 

She knew, as Leon told her, that there was nothing to do but 
wait for time. An old platitude, that time healed everything, but 
many old platitudes had stuff in them. Hadn’t time changed 
Leon’s despair to resignation, even brought him another sort of 
love- again? 

Why couldn’t she have loved Leon? She knew he was the 
better man. Knew he could have brought her far more happiness, 
though he was still bound in that first marriage. If one could 
only choose whom one would love how different life might be. 
Though at that, it might turn out a muddle. 

Susan felt the muddle of hers difficult enough. She saw no way 
out of it. Although there was one possibility presented. She had 
been going out some with a man Leon had introduced to her. A 
personal friend of his and his broker—hers, too, since Leon had 
made those investments for her. 

Susan had been aware from the first time she had met him 
that Howard Gregory had been attracted to her. Then when they 
met accidentally at Leon’s, instead of on business in his offices, he 
had phoned the next day to ask if he might take her out to dinner. 

She had refused him several times. He was the sort of man 
who would not accept refusal, who was urged by it to more 
persistency. Susan finally got tired making up excuses; besides 
there really was no reason why she should not go out with him 
since obviouslyshe must go out with someone some time whether 
she cared about doing so or not. 

Her indifference caused Howard Gregory’s attraction to grow. 
He was not used to indifference, any more than he was used to 
refusals. His persistency expanded into something more. Hardly 
a day went by that he did not phone or stop around. He took her 
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out every time she would go with him, showered attentions upon 
her, asked her to marry him. 

Susan, in spite of so much persistency, was taken unaware. She 
said she did not want to marry anyone. She was so positive about 
it that she could not have said anything more calculated to make 
her marriage with him a certainty. 

She was the first woman Howard Gregory ever had honored 
with a proposal of marriage. To think that she could refuse was 
simply unbelievable. He made up his mind that he would marry 
Susan Parks if it was the last thing he ever did. 

Which tells a great deal about Howard. Almost everything. 
He was as different from Stan Reynard as moonshine from aged 
whiskey. Not that Stan was nothing but moonshine, or that 
Howard Gregory was the real thing. But each had his points in 
that direction. They were different physically. Howard was as 
fair, sandy hair, blue eyes, ruddy skin as Stan was dark—oh! 
those mocking lights in those dark eyes, that vivid warmth of 
deep ripe coloring. Howard’s was the bigger frame, larger bones, 
thicker proportions. Susan liked her men big—in more ways 
than one. Little men never appealed to her; they were inclined 
to preen and strut, probably because they were little. Men of 
middle size never aroused that certain electric spark. 

Howard kept a wary eye upon his measurements. He kept 
himself fit. He was as clean and fastidious about his person as 
any woman. As vain about his apparel. He was as immaculately 
turned-out as Stan was carelessly slung together. 

Howard was ambitious. He was a typical American in that 
respect. Money and knowing the right people and doing the 
correct thing were the only gods he worshiped. At thirty-five he 
had made considerable money, and meant to keep on making it 
until he made considerable more. He had acquired the friends 
he wanted, smart, modern, of some social importance. He con- 
sidered the correct things to do were the things such people 
did, whether they included lying, cheating or actual dishonesty. 
One could not make as much money as Howard intended making 
without some slight discrepancies. His eleventh commandment— 
thou shalt make money—was far more important than any of 
the other ten. 

He was a bit of a snob. A trifle smug. He held a high opinion 
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-of himself, and his friends and everything they did. He never did 

anything by half measures, or too whole-heartedly. If he fol- 
lowed any creed it was that everything should be done with 
moderation. He did not drink too much, have too many women, 
over-eat. He did not play more than was beneficial for one, or 
work all of the time. A careful percentage cautiously guarded. He 
would not admit any such thing as failure. He got everything he 
wanted. Always. He could be summed up as a man who embraced, 
without knowing it, Aristotle’s Humanism, or “Aristotleanism.” 
His reading consisted of the advertisements in The Saturday 
Evening Post, the sport and market news in the papers, Wild 
West, not the romantic kind but he-man thunder, an intriguing 
detective thriller now and then. 

He thought all artistic people were “nerts,” to borrow his own 
term for them. He had graduated from Yale, but used the slang 
of the hour because the people he knew used it. He thought 
geniuses should be confined to asylums. Temperament was tem- 
per. Success was life’s chief, and only aim. He believed in the 
sanctity of marriage, the responsibility of citizenship, the pun- 
ishment of some sort of hell and the reward of some kind of 
heaven. Even if he did not believe in living up to his beliefs. . 
And he wanted to marry Susan! 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


“Goop Lorp, I can’t see why!” Susan said to him, whenever 
he asked her; to Leon, when she told him; to herself, whenever 
she thought about it. 

“We aren’t suited in any way. We haven’t anything in com- 
mon. We’re as different as an Eskimo and a savage, a polar bear 
and a kitten. We don’t even speak the same language.” 

“Opposites are supposed to attract,” Howard insisted stub- 
bornly. “Though I can’t see that we’re so different.” 

“Are you sure that the Eskimo and the savage are so unlike 
underneath the color of their skin?” Leon asked. “The same 
thoughts may be expressed in any language.” 

“But if the thoughts aren’t alike on any subject,” Susan per- 
sisted, “I can’t see how they could keep from arguing and quar- 
reling over everything.” 

“But we never quarrel!” Howard protested. “You know we 
get along nicely. I can’t see why we couldn’t get along just as 
well if we were married.” 

“Even people who are entirely different from each other man- 
age to get along,” Leon said. “It is a wonder, Pl grant you. Still, 
they do.” ; 

“Why, Leon,” Susan exclaimed. “Surely you wouldn’t advise 
me to marry Howard!” 

Leon said he was through giving advice of any kind. “Besides, 
he smiled, “you'll do what you want, anyway.” 

“I like you well enough,” Susan told Howard, “but I don’t 
love you.” 

“You will,” Howard was confident. 

Susan decided to be entirely honest. “But I love someone else.” 

“Are you going to marry him?” 

“No.” Susan was sure about that. 

“Then I can’t see that that makes any difference,’ Howard 
said. 

“Tt might, if I told you I lived with him for over a year.” 
Having started with honesty, Susan continued with it. 

Howard did not seem surprised or shocked. Perhaps he had 
heard rumors about her relationship with Stan. He still insisted 
that that made no difference. 
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“Tve lived with other men before,” Susan said bluntly. “And 
since.” 

Howard said his proposal still held good—and his regard for 
her. 

Susan thought that most admirable in him. Almost magnificent. 
She understood some parts of Howard’s make-up better than he 
understood himself. She knew that although he adopted the 
somewhat loose conduct of his contemporaries that fundamen- 
tally he was against such looseness. What she did not realize was 
that had he heard her confession from someone else he would 
have been shocked. Had he heard it later, he would have felt 
himself taken-in. As it was it had been Susan who had made 
confession. The same Susan who. was indifferent toward him. 
A most desirable woman, smart, modern, beautiful. And a woman 
of means, even of fame. 

Howard gave fame its accorded rating: It was not to be 
sniffed at. Had he met Susan when she was a mere scribbler of 
pulp stuff his reaction to her conduct would have been entirely 
different. 

“Im sure that if you married me you'd be faithful after- 
wards,” Howard said. “I should expect you to respect my feelings 
—and pride—that much.” 

“Yes,” Susan said. “If I ever married anyone I’d be faithful 
in deed, evén if not in thought.” 

Howard was not interested in thoughts. He was a man of 
action. 

“Marriage is so final,” Susan said. “It’s like death and taxes.” 

“Not these days,” Howard assured her. “You’ve already 
been divorced yourself.” 

“Are you suggesting I get a second one before I’m even mar- 
ried?” Susan was amused, 

“Certainly not.” Howard could not see anything amusing about 
it. He thought Susan ought to take him more seriously. Here 
he was, a man of good standing, willing to marry her in spite 
of the way she had lived, in spite of her having been divorced, 
really in spite of everything. “I simply meant,” he was very dig- 
nified, “that the best people do divorce these days.” If the best 
people had not been doing it Howard could not have coun- 
tenanced it. 
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Susan could not. think of any more objections, except the 
main one, that she was not sure she wanted to marry anybody 
at any time. She was not sure of anything. She went back to 
saying “No can do,” or words to that effect when Howard per- 
sisted. Then finally she wearied of saying even that and said in- 
stead: “All right, PIL marry you.” 

Howard was almost overcome. He had known of course that 
such persistency as his must win in time. When he did, so unex- 
pectedly, so abruptly, he was as unprepared as the shy maiden 
who exclaims “This is so sudden!” at her first proposal. Only 
Howard had done the proposing in this case. 

“Do you mean it? You won’t change your mind, will you? 
What I mean is now that you’ve decided, you won’t take it back?” 

Susan said she wouldn’t. What would be the use? She had 
surprised herself almost as much as Howard. But she might as 
well end the matter some way. These infernal endings! It might 
as well be this way as some other. She was sure Howard would 
have kept on and on anyhow. Perhaps she felt that this ending 
would mean the ending of other things as well. 

“No matter what happens?” Howard persisted. 

Susan shook her head. What could happen? Except the one 
impossible happening, that Stan would come back, which he 
would not ever. 

“How soon?” Howard wasn’t going to take any chances. 

“Whenever you say.” 

“What’s the matter with right now—this minute!” Howard 
did not really expect Susan to agree to that, he wasn’t even sure 
that he himself would want that. He would have preferred a 
regular wedding, a church affair—his people, all the best people, 
were Episcopalians. He could almost see an Episcopalian wed- 
ding—his wedding—the procession of choir boys, the ribbon- 
lined aisle, the altar fern-banked, the robe of the minister. He 
knew just whom he would invite. Only the best people, natu- 
RAGS kc: 

Susan had made no response to his suggestion. 

“Of course,” Howard said, “I suppose you’d want a real wed- 
ding.” 

“Heaven forbid!” Susan responded to that. 
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Howard thought that was queer. Then he remembered that 
no doubt Susan had had a regular wedding the first time. Would 
an Episcopalian minister marry a divorced woman? The fact 
that the woman had lived in sin with other men did not matter, 
since that was not known. Episcopalians were broad minded— 
another reason why it was smart to be one. 

“We could do it right now, you know,” Howard said. He still 
had a feeling that given time enough Susan would get out of it if 
she could. “We could motor somewhere. Get a license.” Come 
to think of it maybe a divorced woman couldn’t get married in 
any church! Certainly she couldn’t wear a veil and carry lilies. 
Why was it they always carried lilies in smart Episcopalian 
weddings? Lilies for purity. . . . No, Susan could hardly carry 
those. Even a veil—white—might be in bad taste. Bad taste was 
almost as bad as being found out in Howard’s estimation. 

“We could just stop at some justice of the peace,’ Howard 
said. He thought he was really being very unselfish in giving up 
his idea of a wedding. “Justices of the peace do marry people, 
don’t they? I. ..er...mean... without a lot of questions 
and ...er... scruples... exactly.” After all, this was the 
first time Howard had ever got married. 

“T suppose so,” Susan returned. Then she thought she saw 
what he was getting at. She laughed. “If you mean will they 
marry a divorced person, or someone who’s lived in sin, I’m 
sure they—or most any minister will. Now that the best people 
are doing it.” 

Howard missed the sarcasm of the last. He gave a sigh of relief. 
There was more to getting married than getting the woman to give 
in. “I suppose, even if we didn’t have a regular wedding, we could 
go on a honeymoon afterwards.” Everyone did that, no matter how 
they were married. “It would be nice to take a real trip. Europe, 
for instance. It would be nice to take a run over to Europe for a 
honeymoon.” Howard had never taken a run over to Europe ex- 
actly. But he had been over once on business so he felt he be- 
longed to the class of people who spoke of running over to Europe 
as though it were just around the block. 

“No,” Susan was emphatic, “I wouldn’t do that.” She did not 
give him her reason. When she went to Europe she did not want to 
“run.” She wanted to go leisurely. With the right person. She had 
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wanted to go with Stan. “That would be out of the question,” 
Susan said. “In fact any sort of trip right now. I’ve a book that 
must be finished in another month or so. It’s scarcely begun. Got 
to keep at it. Wouldn’t dare take time off for even a short trip.” 

“Well, I suppose we could postpone it,” Howard hated to give up 
his honeymoon as well as his wedding. “It might be difficult for me 
to break away on such short notice. We could take our honeymoon 
later.” Howard was not aware that a honeymoon does not consist 
of rice and old shoes, grinning porters and railroad compartments, 
hotels and occupying one twin bed. 

Susan could have told him, having had several. But since she 
wasn’t sure she wanted a honeymoon—or that one with him was 
possible—she didn’t. 

They were married that same evening. By a justice of the peace. 
In some small town along some road. Susan never was able to re- 
member exactly where. Their wedding trip consisted of the ride 
back where they had come from—not exactly where they had 
come from—Susan had not wanted to return to her apartment, the 
apartment she had shared with Stan, and Howard lived at a men’s 
club where no women were allowed admittance, no nice women, 
there were reports that women had been smuggled in in the dead of 
night—so they went to a hotel. The best hotel in town, since 
Howard chose it when Susan said any hotel would do. 

Howard said that just as soon as they got settled they could de- 
cide where to live. Susan wished he had not used the word 
“settled.” It had such a definite sound. Now she could understand 
some of Stan’s objections to it. 

She must not remember Stan on this night. She was feeling 
queer enough, as it was. 

Howard felt rather queer himself. The bell boy had just shut 
them up in their suite of rooms. Rooms that were strange, silent, 
waiting. Howard always felt this way in strange rooms with a 
strange woman. Not that Susan was exactly strange! Or that this 
was a new experience. 

“Looky here,” Good god! this silence had to be broken some- 
how, this embarrassment overcome, “do you realize, Steve,” some- 
times he called Susan Steve in a sort of playful tenderness, “‘do 
you realize you haven’t kissed your new hubby yet?” He wished he 
hadn’t said “new”. He really could not realize he was a husband. 
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He had often wondered how he had managed to escape becoming 
one, thought himself a bit superior because he had. Of course this 
time he had not wanted to escape. At least, not as much as he had 
wanted to make Susan give in. 

He had always got his own way. Even in this. This marriage 
would be a success. Susan would learn to love him, look up to 
him—which was more important. He had never failed at anything. 

Hubby! Good heavens, that was worse than calling her Steve. 
Yet what difference did it make what he called her, or himself? 
What difference if he kissed her? Kissing did not mean anything, 
either—or anything else. As long as one did not think. 

“Certainly Pll kiss you,” Susan held up her lips. The woman 
usually had to offer a little encouragement until a man forgot him- 
self. “Put your arms around me, Howard .. . hold me tightly 


. close . . . don’t let me go.” Don’t let me think. Not now, not 
on my wedding night—don’t let me think of Stan. “Love me, 
Howard ... love me a little ...love me with all your 
strength!” 


That was encouragement enough for Howard. The room stopped 
waiting, the embarrassment had fled. Why, Susan had been em- 
barrassed too—had been waiting. She wanted the same thing he— 
the room—did. 

“You do love me!” Howard cried. He had succeeded already. 
Before he had started. He did not know that love need not enter 
acquiescence, or even passion. He did not know that love could not 
be summoned at will, or from duty, or habit. That it can never be 
summoned at all. 

That night was a void for Susan. A void from which she with- 
drew herself. She gave her body. But she was not there. 

What was it she had promised Leon? Was this being true to her- 
self? This was an act of will. It was not a daze of drunken uncon- 
sciousness like those other nights had been. Yet it was still a mock- 
ery. A mockery of still other nights that had been. 

Why had she done this? Why hadn’t something, some one 
stopped her? What had she done? A few mumbled words by a 
bald-headed man wearing spectacles—a ring slipped on her finger 
—did that make this a marriage? Keep her true to herself .. . 
Deon 6, LAN ie: 

This was no marriage. It was fornication. Adultery. Sin. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


IT SEEMED to Susan another of life’s little ironies that she should 
meet Stan, face to face, stop to talk with him, that next day. So 
many days and weeks had gone before without catching so much 
as a glimpse of him. If it had been before, instead of the day after, 
she wondered if she would have married Howard. No use in won- 
dering that now. 

It was because she had married Howard, indirectly, that she met 
Stan. She had had some shopping to do, her preparations for her 
wedding had been so hasty as to include little more than a tooth 
brush; besides, she had had to get away from those rooms—from 
Howard. And from herself. 

She was waiting for a traffic signal to change when someone 
spoke her name, touched her on the arm. She turned to see Jim 
Young—and with him, Stan. 

“Well, well, Susan,” Jim boomed, grinning at her knowingly, 
“what’s all this we hear about you? Is it really true?” 

“Ts what true?” Susan was amazed at her composure; she had 
inclined her head to each of them, even had smiled a brief fraction 
of a second into Stan’s eyes, feeling at the same moment as though 
a ball had struck her in the middle of the spine, bounced away 
again. 

“Ts what true!” Jim mimicked her. “Now Susan!” Jim was in 
a jovial mood. He and Stan had just had lunch, which had included 
several bottles of excellent beer. “Did you really go and do it? I 
don’t know whether to offer congrats or felicitations. What would 
you say about that, Stan? Anyhow, Susan, I sure wish you all the 
luck you deserve and I sure think Gregory is a lucky chap, all 
right.” 

“Oh,” Susan knew now what he was raving about. She felt her- 
self coloring, some of her composure slipping from her. ‘Felicita- 
tions and congratulations, please! I may need both. Most of us do. 
But how did you know about it so soon?” 

“You forget you’re a famous personage. ‘Noted Writer Elopes 
with. Broker. Famous Authoress of Two Best Sellers Springs Sur- 
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prise. Wealthy Broker Middle-aisles with His Heart.’ All for your 
great public, my darling. But of course you’ve seen the morning 
papers.” 

“You're the one who’s forgetting now.” It was the first time 
Stan had spoken. “Naturally Susan wouldn’t take time to read the 
papers this morning! Of course she hasn’t seen them.” 

“Ha, ha! that’s right!” Jim laughed. “I am an ass. Beg pardon, 
Susan. As though a bride, her first morning a bride, would have 
time for the papers.” 

“Oh, I found time for the headlines,” Susan had not seen a 
paper. She had not expected them to carry any news about her 
marriage so soon. Howard must have given out the information. It 
would be just like him. 

“I think you might have told your friends,” Jim looked re- 
proachful. “Weve all been wondering why you’ve been keeping 
yourself so scarce. Now comes the dawn! Sly Susan, you put one 
over, didn’t you?” 

“Should I have told my friends?” Susan smiled; her eyes 
strayed toward Stan—she was saying over and over, Stan... 
Stan . . . yes, he looked just the same, though not quite so heavy, 
so tanned, but he looked good, oh! very good . . . funny how one 
could never forget those mocking lights in his eyes, that dark 
vividness, a vividness felt, rather than seen, for when one tried to 
actually visualize a face the features were always blurred. . . 
felt, just as she was feeling his nearness now, their elbows almost 
touching. 

“Maybe not all your friends,” Jim was saying. “Just the choice 
specimens, like Stan and me for instance. Fine, upstanding speci- 
mens. We are some of your choicest, aren’t we, Susan?” 

“I hope so,” Susan’s glance did meet Stan’s now, a fleeting 
glance, quickly withdrawn. Yes, just the same—his dark eyes 
mocking, amused—amused, no doubt, at this chance encounter as 
well as at Jim’s probing teasing and her flushed air. “I couldn’t tell 
even my choicest friends—acquaintances,”’ Susan could be mock- 
ing, too. “You see I didn’t know it myself, Jim. Until last night. 
It was an elopement, as a matter of fact. Done on the spur of the 
moment. So you see I hardly realize it myself yet.” Don’t want to 
realize it—must not. 

“An elopement! How romantic! Just like in a book. The heroine 
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of your own best seller!” Jim did not mean to be altogether sarcas- 
tic; he was just making a good time out of it, warmed by the ex- 
cellent beer and lunch. “Won’t Ellen and Myra and all the fair 
ladies be filled with envy—and curiosity! You must come ’round, 
bring your husband, too, of course! and give them all the gaga, 
Susan.” 

“So I must,” Susan murmured. 

“Give her time,” Stan drawled. He cupped his hand around his 
cigaret as he bent his head to light it. “The girls—and the rest of 
you—can still your curiosity awhile. No bride is ready for con- 
fession until the honeymoon is over at least.” 

“Are you going on a honeymoon?” Jim’s curiosity was not to be 
stilled; it was as bad, or worse, than a woman’s. “The papers did 
not say. Surely you’re going on a honeymoon, Susan? Why, you 
should be on one now! Surely you’re not going to cheat us out of a 
honeymoon! Can’t we see you off with a flock of tin cans and our 
old shoes?” 

“I'm afraid not.” Susan shook her head—that had been mean of 
Stan, cruel—to mention the word honeymoon in that mocking 
way—had he remembered their last trip—Canada—that she had 
called a honeymoon? Was that why he got sarcastic, too? “You 
see, Jim, I’m more handicapped than you are. I don’t even know 
what’s in the papers. But if I find anything that may interest you, 
and all my friends, TIl let you know. Now I must be trotting on. 
2 SOY... Qn appointmen. u 

“Hope we haven’t detained you!” The mocking light in Stan’s 
eyes said that he knew very well she had no appointment. 

“No indeed, we wouldn’t do that for anything!” Jim pretended, 
at least, to believe her. He insisted upon shaking hands and wish- 
ing her happiness. As he did, for a moment, his joviality dropped 
from him; in his sincerity he tried to make amends. “I do wish you 
happiness. You know that, Susan. You’re a swell gal. You deserve 
it, Susan, if anyone does. All the breaks!” 

All the breaks—that was good. She supposed he meant her 
books, two best sellers, the money she’d made from them. 
“Thanks,” Susan withdrew her hand. “I’m sure you mean it, Jim.” 

“May I add my best wishes too?” Stan asked. The mocking 
lights danced in his dark eyes. “Hand-shaking seems to be the 
thing of the moment. Won’t you shake hands with me, and let 
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me assure you that I, too, wish you all the happiness I hope you'll 
have?” 

“Thanks,” Susan said again; but she did not offer him her hand. 
There was a limit to everything. That would have been hers. “I 
must hurry along . . . nice to have seen you. . . . Tell Ellen I'll 
call her soon, Jim—or tell her to call me. Good-bye . . . and 
good-bye,” a nod for each, a smile. This time she did not look into 
Stan’s eyes for even a fleeting fraction of time. She was glad of 
the traffic, glad she could so quickly be swallowed up in it. She felt 
almost dizzy, faint. Her heart was pounding against her ribs faster 
than her hurried step. 

She hoped Stan hadn’t known how glad she had been to get away 
—that she hadn’t been able to look at him. . . shake hands. 
That laughing mockery in his dark eyes . . . how it could hurt 
her! Though maybe it had been there to cover up what he had 
really been feeling .. . if he had felt anything. What had he 
thought of her sudden marriage? Had it hurt him the least bit? 
Brought back memories . . . had seeing her shaken him at all as 
it had stirred her? She’d never know. That laughing mockery was 
Stan’s defense against the world, against himself. His arrogance a 
front to cover his shortcomings. Oh, she knew him so well! Per- 
haps that was why she could forgive him so much. 

She did not have an appointment. She did not know where she 
was going now. She could not remember the things she had planned 
to purchase. There were one or two . . . several things she ought 
to get from the apartment. What was she going to do about the 
apartment? She could sub-let it furnished . . . “Don’t you think 
this dash of red right here, Susan . . . or would you keep it all 
black? . . . you know the sort of table I mean, low, shelves within 
easy reach . . . if we have to have it made to order. .`. .” No, 
she could not have somebody else using Stan’s things. Better just 
close it for the present. It did not occur to her to remove the furni- 
ture, break the lease. She must keep the apartment. It was all she 
had left of Stan. It would be a place for her to go . . . a refuge 

. even though she’d be living with Howard. .. . 

Howard . . . why, she’d almost forgotten him! She would be 
living somewhere with him. She’d have to face that. But she 
couldn’t just now, not after that encounter with Stan. She knew 
now how Stan had felt about keeping his own rooms. How he’d felt 
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about his independence, freedom. No definite arrangement, no 
bonds, no ties. God! there was something awful about definiteness. 
Howard was waiting now in those hotel rooms, expecting her to 
return—to return gladly, eagerly . . . expecting her to go on with 
the ties, the bonds they had made. 

Funny how she had come to see Stan’s viewpoint about so many 
things now that she no longer had Stan. Would she see him again, 
meet him accidentally? She hoped not. She hoped she would. It 
was terrible not ever seeing him. Terrible to meet him like that. 

Perhaps she could get used to seeing him now that she was 
married to someone else. She had meant it when she had told How- 
ard she would be faithful to him. In deed. In thought, too, as much 
as she could force herself to be, please God! 

No reason why she and Stan could not be acquaintances now. A 
nod, a smile. How-do-you-do? Good-bye. That was what Stan had 
said they could be. Acquaintances. With eyes meeting for a frac- 
tion of a second, more than meeting, going deep into each other, 
searching, touching—saying more than any number of words. 
Acquaintances who had known every inch of each other’s mind and 
body and soul. 

Howard had said they ought to take a trip. Maybe that would be 
best, just as soon as her book was finished. Running away. Could 
she run away far enough? Keep running... . 

She turned into a telephone booth. Now what had made her do 
that? To phone Howard, tell him she’d go as soon as she could 
. . . tell him she’d be back at the hotel in a short while? But he 
knew that. He might not even be in. He’d said he might drop 
around to his office while she was gone. Leon . . . she would call 
Leon. She knew now why her steps had taken her into the booth. 

Jim had said she should have told her friends. Her choicest 
friends. She only had one. She should have told Leon. But he 
would understand why she hadn’t. He always understood every- 
thing. She would tell him, though, before he heard from someone 
else. She wouldn’t phone, after all. She’d go to him, tell him her- 
self. 

Running away, she thought grimly, a little while longer. But she 
could not go back to Howard just yet. 

She wished with all her soul that she need never go back to him. 
Even as she knew that she must, would, in fact. 

She hailed a taxi to take her to Leon. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


Howarp had friends who were going South for a few months and 
who offered to let him occupy their house while they were away. 

“Tt will be just the thing!” Howard was enthusiastic. “You'll 
like it, Steve. It’s in a dandy community, in fact the coming sub- 
urb, and not too far from town. Quite a few of my friends live out 
there. We could try it, don’t you think, until we see where we’d like 
to settle down?” 

“Tm not sure Td like being a suburbanite,” Susan thought that 
sounded almost as bad as the settling-down. “But whatever you 
decide will be all right with me.” 

Howard prided himself on his wife’s docile complacence. Some- 
how the credit seemed to belong to him. “I was sure you’d be 
willing,” he beamed his approval on her. “In fact I as good as told 
the Marshalls we’d take the house.” 

“Then why ask me?” Susan murmured. 

“As though I’d take it without!” now his look was reproachful. 
“But I knew you'd like it, my dear. There’s a community club 
house, dances and bridge, golf, of course in season, very smart, 
really. The Marshalls are leaving their maid so you won’t even 
have to bother about hiring a servant. The house.is modern, almost 
new. Just the right environment.” 

Which was how Susan and Howard became suburbanites. 

Susan had been right in thinking she would not like being that. 
The house was modern and new, almost too modern and new. Its 
architecture was English, as was every other house in the suburb. 
Its interior had been done by the best decorator in town—and 
looked as stiff and decorative as though still part of the shop. All 
of the other houses in the community had been done by the same 
firm. All of them were modern, smart, perfect. Even the people 
who lived in them were too perfect to suit, or interest, Susan and 
too much alike. They all belonged to the club, played contract, 
gave informal dinner parties to which they went in formal attire 
and at which they all served the same menus and the same drinks. 
They all talked the same sort of conversation, used the same slang 
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phrases, read the same books, saw the same shows. The husbands 
all went into town at eight thirty-two and returned at five twenty- 
eight. The wives had their hair done by the same beauty operator, 
played more contract and had more parties. Every day and every 
evening was the same as the one before had been. 

Susan was so bored she could have screamed. She did not care 
for contract. She did not like neighborhood movies or gossip or 
trying to keep just ahead of the Joneses. She did not like living on 
schedule—breakfast at eight, luncheon at one, dinner at seven. 
The laundry on Monday, ironing on Tuesday, Friday special 
house-cleaning. Even if the world came to an end. 

She wondered what the Marshalls’ maid, who really was quite 
efficient, would have done had she suggested the routine be 
changed. Probably she would have given notice immediately. 

Howard was as punctilious about all these details as he was neat 
about his person. He would have thought some catastrophe had 
occurred if he had not got up the same time every morning, done 
his same exercise, if his orange juice had not been iced, his coffee 
at the correct temperature, the morning paper folded at his plate. 
And, of course, his wife opposite him. Howard insisted it was a 
wife’s duty to send her husband off to work with a kiss and a smile. 
If she was too tired to stay up, she could go back to bed and sleep 
all day. But she must get up when he did. 

Susan said she did not want to sleep all day. “You forget,” she 
told Howard, “I have other things to do. I’m working on a book. 
Trying to work on one. Haven’t accomplished a damned thing. 
You forget that I had to accept Mrs. Fern’s luncheon-bridge, be- 
cause her husband’s a client of yours, which means I must waste a 
whole afternoon with a bunch of women who do nothing but gab 
about nothing. Then we’re having the Davidsons for dinner be- 
cause they had us, which means more contract all evening and 
more drinks and a midnight lunch that will keep me awake for sev- 
eral hours after we finally turn in. I can’t see, Howard, why it 
makes so much difference whether I get up to see you off every 
morning when you see enough of me the rest of.the time as it is.” 

“As though I could ever see enough of you!” Howard objected. 
Susan’s attitude only made him determined to have his own way. 
“Of course if you see too much of me,” he looked aggrieved. He 
did a very good job of looking aggrieved, did Howard. 
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“No, it’s not that!” Susan knew what a good job he could do and 
hastened to avert it. Maybe you’re tired of your hubby already, 
maybe you wish you hadn’t married him, maybe this, maybe that. 
Susan had been through it all. 

“I don’t think it’s asking much of you,” Howard said. “After all, 
Steve, I don’t ask very much of you, do I? I try to be considerate, 
thoughtful. .. .” 

Susan knew this line of attack as well. She was quick to check it 
also. “All right, Pll have breakfast with you, rather than spend the 
rest of our lives arguing about it.” Susan had never known such 
powers for argument as Howard’s. It was like batting one’s head 
against a stone wall to try to resist, or even dent it. It was too 
much for Susan. It simply did her in. 

She knew that was the easy, the weak way. But she had never 
cared to live a cat and dog existence. Rather than fight all the time 
she tried to adjust herself, outwardly at ints to Howard’s ways. 
She was not always successful. 

Her work was what suffered most. Her book must be in the 
hands of her publishers by the end of another month. She had 
already been given more time. Yet she simply could not seem to 
work in the atmosphere in which she was living. She had always 
worked whenever the mood was upon her, morning, noon or night 
—sometimes nearly all night. But Howard had no patience with 
such a program. He felt that Susan should work when he did, dur- 
ing working hours. It was ridiculous for Susan to work any other 
time. Worse than ridiculous it was downright selfish. She ought 
to plan to be able to play when he wanted to play, to rest when he 
wanted to rest. 

“Tt’s all in your imagination, thinking you have to get up in the 
middle of the night to jot down some foolish thought,” Howard in- 
sisted. “It’s childish to be so impractical. You should control your 
work, the same as you control everything else.” 

“T shan’t have any imagination, or any control, if I keep on,” 
Susan returned. She did not have any too much of either as it was. 
Living with Howard was enough to stifle the imagination and force 
control to a breaking point. 

But her book must get done. She couldn’t make Howard see 
even that. Of course he claimed he did. He claimed he wouldn’t 
think of interfering with her career. He didn’t see how she could 
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accuse him of such a thing—think it! “You take it too seriously, 
dear,” he said. “You must remember your hubby is able to pro- 
vide for you. Surely your home and your husband deserve part 
of your thoughts and time.” 

They got all of it, Susan thought. Marriage certainly changed 
things. She knew Howard had wanted to marry her because she 
had a career. It made her someone worth marrying. But now 
that he had married her he would as soon, rather in fact, she 
had given it up. Now that they were married her writing as- 
sumed the importance it should have in his masculine concep- 
tion. It was “his wife’s hobby” now, “something to keep her out 
of mischief.” There were other things, afternoon bridge, shopping, 
matinees that would have kept her out of it just as well. Any of 
the pleasant feminine pursuits his friends’ wives engaged in. 

Susan tried to tell him she wasn’t like any of his friends’ wives. 
“Td rather be dead than be like any of them!” 

Howard was shocked. He asked if she didn’t think it rather 
out of order for her to criticize. “The books you write!.The way 
you’ve lived! Well, really, my dear!” 

Susan wanted to reply that the way she had lived had at least 
been more honest, but she didn’t. What was the use? Why start 
another argument? She knew why Howard felt as he did. As long 
as nobody knew what you did, anything you did was all right. 

“I even saw you flirting last night,” Howard said. “I hadn’t 
meant to mention it, Steve, but I couldn’t help noticing. The 
way you talked all the time to Mr. Fern, with hardly a civil word 
for Evia: a 

“Who could find a word for her? She never has anything to 
say.” 

“Why, I think Lydia’s a fine woman! Just because she’s not 
an intellectual person—she plays an excellent hand at bridge. 
Anyway, you were going on and on for Mr. Fern’s benefit, or so 
it appeared to me. Some of the things you said were simply 
meant to be amusing, I know, but I really think you.should be 
more careful, Steve. Like telling Fern you didn’t believe in any 
hereafter or anything. It’s all right to believe as you please but 
you ought to take care whom you say them to. Fern’s a strict 
Presbyterian, a pillar in his church. And you were rolling your 
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eyes at him and holding your head to one side and being, well, 
down-right coquettish!” 

“Good Lord!” Susan collapsed into a 1 chair. “Coquettish—with 
that man! He has such a huge bay that I bet he can’t see below 
Sa 

“Susan!” 

“Well, I bet he can’t! She must be the one who does the steer- 
ing in their house. .. .” 

“Steve, really, 3°. °.? 

“T know—I mustn’t say what I think. Not about the Ferns. 
He’s one of your biggest clients. She plays an excellent hand 
at bridge. I forgot, Howard. I forgot I really must never say 
what I think about anyone or anything any more. That every- 
thing I say doesn’t mean anything anyway. That I’m only being 
childish or intellectual or some goddamned thing. All right, Pll 
shut up. I won’t have a single idea of my own. And I promise 
you, faithfully, that I shan’t flirt with any of your clients again. 
Flirt, oh my god! If I really started flirting with that old 
bastard he’d. 

“Steve!” Howard glared at her. “The way you talk! Like some 
common street woman. Truck driver. . . .” 

“Thank god I’m as common as that! As human. As foul- 
mouthed—and as honest. But I won’t talk that way, since it 
disturbs you, Howard. I realize it’s not fitting for your wife to 
talk that way, even though I used to be little more than a 
common street woman, prostitute. .. .” 

“Tm sorry but I can’t see anything amusing about such talk!” 
Howard was his most dignified, and injured, self. “Anything 
smart. As you so often say, there is a time—and place—for 
` everything. A time when such talk might be in taste, others when 
it decidedly is not.” 

“One being between husband and wife. I see . . . you’re right, 
Howard. It’s certainly bad taste for a husband and wife to talk 
frankly, commonly, to be themselves, say what’s in their minds.” 

“I certainly don’t enjoy being reminded that you... er. 
didn’t live just as you should have before you married me. ei 
think you might refrain from making such allusions to your 
past... 

“If you recall you were the one who reminded me, by accus- 
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ing me of starting a flirtation with your client Fern.” 

“I meant only a flirtation. Though, maybe, I was wrong about 
that.” 

“Nice of you. Thanks for your confidence and trust, dear. 
Though maybe it’s misplaced. It might prove amusing, more 
amusing than the life I’m living Lord knows! to see if I could 
seduce Client Fern, given the opportunity.” 

“I trust that you wouldn’t attempt such a thing under any 
conditions. I give you credit for some sense of decency, even 
N PEHE AEK 

“Even if—do go on!” 

“I was about to say even though you do like to say things to 
annoy me, tease. You ought to know, Steve, that you don’t have 
to try to make me jealous. You ought to know that I know you, 
the real you, not the you that you pretend to be.” 

“You know a damned sight more than I do then,” Susan mur- 
mured. “Sometimes I wonder lately if the real me is actually 
dead or if it’s just in hiding. Or if there ever was a real one. 
But let’s not quarrel, Howard. Pll try to be the me you want 
me to be. The dutiful little wife. The nice little help-mate. The 
social bridge hound and successful hostess. I’ll even do more— 
T’ll be careful about flirting with your clients and I won’t cheat 
in any other way. Kisses behind your back, holding knees under 
a bridge table as well as hands over them, liaisons in the after- 
noons or evenings when you’re working late. I assure you these 
things do go on, even among your friends’ wives. But I shall be 
the perfect suburbanite edition. Does that suit you, Howard? 
Will that be sufficient?” 

“More than sufficient,” Howard beamed on her now, all gra- 
ciousness, Susan was a bit difficult, even trying at times. But in 
the end she always saw his way. He suggested she give him a 
kiss, And in return gave her the husbandly pinch on her cheek 
from which she invariably shrank. He did not ask that she love 
him, or even like and respect him. That was taken for granted. 
She was his wife now, wasn’t she? How could she help loving 
him, respecting him, looking up to him in every way? 

It was not long after this that Susan made a discovery. Quite 
by accident. Howard stayed in town every Friday night to play 
poker. He had explained he could not give up his Friday night 
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poker game for anything or any one—even a new wife. Susan 
had not raised any objections. That had meant one evening she 
could call her own. The only one. On this particular Friday How- 
ard stayed in town as was usual. He phoned, as usual, to remind 
her he was staying and to tell her not to wait up for him. About 
an hour later the doorbell rang. It was the Davidsons. Fred 
Davidson always played poker with Howard Friday nights. He 
was surprised Howard was not home. The game had been called 
off several days ago. Howard had not said a thing about staying 
in town. 

“He’s probably playing somewhere else,” Fred Davidson 
hastened to make amends for what evidently had been a decided 
give-away. “Or maybe he’s working.” 

“Maybe,” Susan said. Howard had told her when he phoned 
that he was at the club, as usual, same game, same crowd. “It’s 
all right,” Susan added. “I won’t mention that you said anything, 
Fred.’ 

“Im sure Fred didn’t say anything!” Mrs. Davidson was 
somewhat flustered, and at the same time decidedly pleased. She 
had never liked Howard’s new wife. Too high-hat. Too pretty. 
At least the men seemed to consider her pretty. “I’m sure Fred 
wouldn’t think of making any trouble for Howard.” She gave 
the impression as she said this that it was too bad Howard was 
behaving as he was, and that of course her own darling Fred 
wouldn’t think of behaving in such a way, which was why in his 
innocence he had made such a blunder. 

“Trouble! Why should there be any trouble?” Susan drew 
her fine brows together. She could pretend as much innocence 
as his wife gave to Fred. 

“Being a bride .. . brides are always so sensitive. Though 
one would think a man would want to come home to a bride!” 

“Don’t be ridiculous, Marion! Certainly Howard wants to 
come home to Susan. As I said before probably another game 
was gotten up. Sorry .. . no, we won’t come in. Just thought 
we’d drop by. On our way to the club. Thought maybe you and 
_ Howard would come along.” 

“Another time,” Susan gave him a smile. 

She did not tell Howard the Davidsons had called. She had 
told Fred she would not mention it. Apparently he mentioned it 
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for her. Susan received a huge bouquet of red roses the following 
day from Howard. “For Steve, the best little wifie ever,” the 
card read. A token of his thoughtfulness. A badge of guilt. A step 
to pave his way. 

“H really wasn’t necessary,” Susan told him when he got 
home. “You don’t have to buy me, Howard. You don’t even 
have to lie to me, you know.” 

Howard was terribly hurt. Was that the way she thanked him 
for his gift? As though he would think of lying to her! At the 
time he’d phoned he hadn’t known the game had been called 
off—he’d have come straight home if he had—he’d simply hung 
around for awhile with some of the fellows. . 

“Im not asking for an explanation.” It made her uncomfort- 
able to watch Howard trying to lie; it was so evident he was 
lying. Besides, she had already made that discovery. Before the 
roses, or Howard, arrived. In going through his suit that he had 
` worn the night before to get it ready for the cleaner’s—like a 
dutiful wife—she had come across a crumpled piece of lace and 
chiffon. It smelled of cheap perfume. It gave mute evidence, 
not only of the pitch of hilarity that the “poker party” must have 
reached, but of the stage of Howard’s intoxication. Howard must 
have been pretty far gone to have forgotten that he had stuffed 
a woman’s brassiere into one of his pockets. No wonder he 
hadn’t got home until nearly morning and had been so tired 
out that he had not bothered Susan. She would not mind if he 
cheated more often if he would have let her alone. 

She did not mind how often or how late he stayed out, how 
many lies he told—or brassieres he collected. 

There was only one thing she did mind. She was not getting 
anywhere with her book. She must get on with it, finish it. 
She must find a way so that she could. There was only one way, 
of course. She would have to go away, by herself. She could 
not finish her book while being a dutiful wife to Howard. 

There was no use in telling him she was going. That would 
only start another endless argument. Or he would insist on going 
with her. 

It occurred to Susan when she was packing that next day that 
Howard would think she had gone because of Friday night. Of 
course he’d think that! His pride wouldn’t allow him to think 
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anything else. He would never be willing to accept the fact. that 
she had gone because she could not stay another minute. Because 
this marriage was a farce, a failure—had been so from the start. 
Because the relationship between them was an indignity to which 
she could no longer submit. A pretense, an outrage. 

Certainly she was not living true to herself. She knew now 
that she would never come back to Howard. She knew she should 
have left long ago. Must leave before it was too late. 

She did not hate Howard anymore than she loved him. She 
was not angry. Worse than that, she was indifferent. As indiffer- 
ent in every way as she was withdrawn when she gave him her 
body, cringing at his touch, steeling every nerve, keeping her 
mind and soul apart. 

She was through. Thank god! She was released. If Howard 
could go his way, cheating, lying this soon, sending flowers to 
patch matters up, then this gave her the right to call it quits. 
Let him think whatever he wanted. She did not want to hurt 
him. She doubted that she could very much. She did not believe 
he had been much more satisfied than she. Else why should he 
bend every effort to change her, make her into something differ- 
ent, seek even physical surcease, which at least she had tried to 
give him, somewhere else? 

It would be better for Howard—fairer to him—if she never 
came back. They had been married not quite three months. 

“And so they lived happily every after,” Susan thought as 
she closed, and locked, that door behind her. 

She would go away and finish her book. Another best seller, 
no doubt. Another of life’s ironies. She could sell a book. But she 
could not sell herself. Her first marriage a failure. She had not 
been able to hold Stan, even with her love. She had not been 
able to sell herself to Howard, though she felt she had honestly 
tried as best she could. She had not sold him, satisfied him even 
sexually. Two marriages and god knows how many other failures. 

Oh, as a best seller, she was some prize! 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


Ir was nearly four months before Susan returned. She had gone 
to Bermuda to finish her book, stopped in New York on the way 
back, visited a. girlhood friend in Washington. The first person 
she went to see when she got back was Leon. 

“Like a homing pigeon,” she told him. “You know, Leon 
darling, you are my home—all I’ve got.” 

Leon said it made him happy to have her say that—and to 
see her. “I’ve missed you,” he said. “More than you’ve missed 
me, I know. You’ve been gone a long while.” 

“T hadn’t realized how long,” Susan admitted, “until now. Do 
tell me all the news and scandal!” : 

“I don’t know that there’s been any scandal,” Leon was 
amused at her woman’s question. “Let me see... did you 
know that Myra and Tom are married?” 

“No! Not really? That’s almost scandalous. Tom was married, 
I thought. Very much so!” 

“His wife divorced him. I presume she got tired of him never 
spending any time at home. There was quite a scene, here in my 
house, I’m sorry to say,” Leon made a grimace. ‘Tom was with 
Myra. His wife named her in the proceedings, though Tom did 
his best to persuade her not to.” 

“T expect that’s why he married Myra afterwards. To make 
an honest woman of her.” 

Leon shook his head. “I think Tom had always been fond of 
Myra. And I know she had been more than fond of him. He told 
me that since they both knew the worst about one another they 
ought to be able to make a—what is it you say?—go of it. He 
said Myra might eat all the chocolates, get as fat as she pleased. 
And that they hoped to have a family, by adoption if necessary, 
some day. Indeed they seem quite happy together.” 

“Im so glad,” Susan meant it. “I remember now I did think 
one time that Myra was in love with Tom. It’s nice to know 
someone has a chance to make a go of something. I hope they 
succeed.” 
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“And you?” Leon’s eyes met hers. “I shan’t tell you any more 
gossip, though I don’t believe there’s any more to tell, until you 
tell me all about yourself. You’re looking lovely, as brown as 
those chocolates Myra’s so fond of, and much more tempting! 
The last book, is it turning out another big success?” 

Susan shrugged. “I guess it is. Fifty thousand for the movie 
rights, isn’t that scandalous! from galley proofs, before it even 
came out. Yes, it’s doing very well indeed. I’m glad you think 
I’m looking good. I’ve had a marvelous rest. You know, Leon, I 
should have gone away long ago when you first urged me to 
before I made the ghastly mistake of marrying Howard. But 
tell me, how is Howard? What has he done about me?” 

Leon said he understood Howard had started divorce pro- 
ceedings. “I believe he was afraid you might—what is it you 
say?—beat him to it. He offered me the most elaborate explana- 
tions; it seems it’s really against his principles for the man to 
take the first step.” 

Susan nodded. “The man really should let the woman go first. 
It’s done that way. Among the best people.” 

Leon’s eyes crinkled at the corners. “That was exactly what 
Howard said. But it seems he was afraid if he let you ahead of 
him you might accuse him of unfaithfulness, cruelty, or some 
such.” 

“And smudge his starched reputation! I’m sorry Howard 
thought I’d do that. But I’m glad he’s started suit. What are 
the grounds? Have I been the unfaithful one? Or just an unduti- 
ful wife in every way? Lord knows there were grounds enough 
on both sides.” 

“T believe they are to be desertion.” 

“Of course! It would be something as nearly respectable as 
possible. Though I’m afraid it will be hard on Howard to admit 
that his wife walked out on him.” 

“Vou aren’t going back then?” 

“Going back!” Susan looked at Leon as though she thought 
he had lost his senses. “No, I’m not going back. Howard knows 
that. I left the proverbial note, only there wasn’t any pincushion. 
I gave him to understand there’ll be no going back. The only 
mistake I made was in not leaving sooner.” 

“Howard .will be relieved to know you won’t contest. It will 
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go through quickly, quietly. Most of his friends need never know 
that you, as you call it, walked out on him. I tried to assure 
him you would be agreeable to that. But he was still fearful you 
might object to his being the one to divorce you.” 

Susan laughed. “I can stand that extra blot against my char- 
acter. You may tell him I’ll be grateful to him for giving me back 
my freedom, if there’s such a thing as freedom, no matter how 
he does it. I’ll enter into collusion with him, stage a neat little 
adultery for his witnesses—wear trousers and lower my voice 
and pose as a homosexualist—do any damn thing except live 
with him again.” 

“Poor Susan . . . was it as bad as that?” 

“Tt was,” Susan was grim. “But don’t feel sorry for me. I 
don’t deserve it. Besides, then I shall get feeling sorry for my- 
self again. And I don’t want that, now that I’ve got myself in 
hand.” 

“Im glad to hear you say that,” Leon looked his relief and 
gladness. 

“No more weeping or guzzling gin or being taken in marriage. 
Never again!” Susan was emphatic; her grey eyes resolved. 
“These last months have done something for me, Leon, given me 
back my equilibrium. They’ve done something else, made me 
realize how the months can slip by. I can’t realize, sitting here 
with you, that I’ve been gone four months! I can’t see now why 
I went away, why I didn’t come here to you in the beginning, 
why I need ever go away again. Leon, listen to me!” she ground 
out the cigaret she had been smoking, leaned toward him, eyes 
earnest, cheeks flushed. “Don’t be alarmed,” her laugh held a 
nervous note, “I’m not going to try my seductive wiles on you 
again! But I’ve been thinking, Leon, since I’ve been away, think- 
ing hard. Thinking of a way back to sanity and something near 
happiness. For both of us. That’s why I came back, straight to 
you. 

“Leon, why couldn’t we make a go of it? Give each other 
something more than friendship, which after all isn’t enough for 
a woman and a man. Why couldn’t we try to make something 
out of the wrecks we’ve managed to make of our existences, 
build something new together?’ 

“We could!” she caught his hand in hers, her eyes raised to 
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his were pleading, her words tumbling over one another in their 
eagerness to be said and understood. “We could, Leon. You 
don’t like the life you’re leading any more than I like mine. You 
want more than friendship, the same as I. You want love and 
companionship, peace and quiet, which is as near happiness as 
any of us come. You want a home. And so do I. More than any- 
thing. I suppose that’s why a woman marries in the-beginning, 
for a home; why she goes on marrying. She wants security against 
old age, the world, herself. 

“No, please!” as Leon would have spoken, “let me finish. I 
know what you’re going to say. I know you can’t marry me, in 
the legal sense of the word. But that wouldn’t matter. It would 
be more of a marriage than lots of those sanctioned by a church. 
We could have each other, help each other, make the home we 
both want. Leon, won’t you think about it, before you decide? 
Oh, I’m so afraid you'll decide against it, because of some foolish 
notion that you would be wronging me. When instead, you’d be 
giving me the only thing I want. You won’t say no, will you, 
darling? You want it, too . . . there’s no reason why it couldn’t 
bent vk 

“Oh, my dear!” For a moment Leon held her hand against his 
eyes, then he looked at her. “How can I answer you? Show you 
how deeply you’ve touched me, offering so much. Tell you how 
much I would indeed, as you say, want it to be that way... .” 

“Then there’s no reason why it can’t be! No reason under the 
sun!” 

“Except one.” He could not look at her and go on. This was 
one of the hardest things he ever had had to do—take that look 
of radiance, of hope from her shining grey eyes; from himself 
the only promise of anything like happiness that he would ever 
have again. “Except one.” He looked at Susan now. “A reason 
that makes what you have offered, so beautifully, so generously, 
impossible. The only one that could. For you know how much 
just the thought means to me, how difficult it is for me to tell 
you. . . . It can’t be, Susan. You may remember my telling you 
it was the doctor’s orders that I get more rest, which is why I 
had that lock put on my door so that I could slip away and 
sleep. You remember my telling you I had a touch of rheumatism, 
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some such. It wasn’t that, Susan. But, you see, I haven’t very 
long to live. Three, four years at the most... .”? ` 

“No, no!” The radiance drained from Susan’s face, her fingers 
clutched his; fear gripped her heart. “You can’t mean that, Leon! 
You can’t!” 

“But I do, my dear.” He was gentle, sorry for the shock to 
her. It had not been any shock to him; he had suspected long 
before the doctor pronounced sentence. “If it weren’t true, an 
absolute certainty, I would not have told you. It’s lung tissue, 
cancerous. Already I’ve been forced to resort to morphine at 
times. But you must not take it so badly. You must not cry! 
All of us to die sometime, you know. . . .” 

“But I can’t bear it!’ Susan could not help crying. To think 
that this should come to Leon. That he should know it. “But 
you shouldn’t be so sure. How can any doctor know? They all 
make mistakes. It’s not fair . . . right . . . for anyone to claim 
to know how long someone may live!” 

“We all have to die sometime,’ Leon said again. “In such a 
case aS mine I wouldn’t want to have to live too long. I was 
glad—relieved—when the doctor said it could only be that short 
while at most.” 

“But he may be wrong! You may live a long, long time—find 
some cure. Why, no one knows. I may die long before you, Leon. 
I might get killed tonight, on my way home... .” 

“Let us hope not,” Leon’s smile was tender, the smile of an 
adult’s tolerant wisdom toward the unchecked impulsive protest 
of youth. “You are far too young, too lovely. There’s too much 
ahead for you. Work. Happiness. The best of life to come. Don’t 
you see that’s why I had to tell you, Susan?” He stroked her 
arm, she had turned her face from him, so that he could not 
see her tears. “That’s why—what you suggest—cannot be. I could 
not ask you—let you—share that. Even if it’s only three, four 
years: gue 

“But I want to share it! I could at least be with you. Oh, 
Leon, let me do that much, at least. . . .” 

“You are with me,” he made her turn her head, look into his 
eyes. “You’re always with me. Even—afterwards, you will be. 
You see I believe that, Susan. That’s why it isn’t difficult for me, 
or sad. It will be release from suffering—from a long term of 


144 Why Get Married 


suffering, as you know. So it must not be sad for you, Susan. 
If I let you do what you think you wish, it would be but another 
mistake for you, my dear. Another breaking up. Another ending. 
Don’t you see that?” 

“Yes ... and no,” she could not say more than that for a 
little while; the tears choked so full, so tightly in her throat. Oh 
god! he was so alive, so close—his fingers warm in-hers. She 
could not realize that some day—so soon—she must lose this 
friend. Another ending. Wasn’t life anything but endings . . 
heartbreak . . . parting? 

“Tell me,” Leon asked, “do you still care for Stan Reynard? 
As you did, I mean? Or did that wound heal while you were 
away?” 

Susan shook her head. She must not make it any harder for 
Leon. Must not let him see how sad, not only sad but resentful, 
she was. To think that this must come to Leon so soon. How 
old was he? Forty-some—not old, at all, really. Yet he had suf- 
fered so much, his marriage, the memories behind that closed 
‘door, that he seemed much older: She must be brave for him, 
not frightened. Must try to have something of his faith. What was 
it he had said? That he would always be with her, as he was 
always with that girl-wife, keeping her alive within his heart as 
she had been, not as she was. 

“I... don’t know,” Susan answered. “Most wounds leave a 
scar. I learned to face it while I was away, if that’s what you 
mean. But as for caring . . . you know, Leon, when one cares— 
that way—there’s no getting over it. I cared for Stan like that. 
Funny, isn’t it? When it might have been someone else . . . you. 
I was more married to Stan than that first marriage of mine 
when I was only a girl—than that farce of a marriage with How- 
ard. Still married to Stan, though there was no ceremony, no 
divorce.”’ 

“Then why don’t you marry him?” Leon asked. 

Susan glanced at him. She saw that he meant what he had said. 
“You know why. . . . As though Stan would marry me, or any- 
one! The wound’s healed for him. There never was any wound. 
He’s one of the unscathable. Lucky one!” 

“How can you be sure? I don’t believe any one remains al- 
ways untouched. Some are hurt more deeply, more often; but 
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never? I hardly believe that.” Then Leon asked again: “Why 
don’t you marry him, Susan? You still love him. He loved you 
at one time. Unless you find out, make sure, how can you know 
that he doesn’t still feel as you do?” 

“Are you suggesting I propose to the man?” Susan forced a 
light tone, laughed. “It’s no wonder, after the various proposals 
I’ve made you! But even if I were willing, which I’m not—I have 
some pride though I have been so shameless with you!—Stan 
would never accept marriage, permanency. He’s not built that 
way. Wouldn’t consider it, no matter how attractive the offer.” 

“How can you be sure?” Leon asked once more. “It may be 
there was a time when he felt that way, but I presume that even 
Stan Reynard has gone on living, which means experiencing, 
growing. Even he could change. I believe he was happy with you, 
happier, I’m sure, than he finds himself now. . . .” 

“Do you know anything about Stan?” There was a sharp edge 
to Susan’s interruption; as sharp as the quiver that stirred within 
her at thought of Stan. “Isn’t he all right? Has anything hap- 
pened to him?” 

“As far as I know he’s all right.” There was amusement in 
Leon’s grave tone at the evidence of alarm from Susan. “He is 
in good health, if a leetle thinner. Though I understand that is 
not caused from high-living, since he is not dissipating as he 
used to do.” 

“Stan, not dissipating!” Susan’s laugh was brittle. “I can’t 
imagine that. Where is he living now? Do you know?” 

“Dissipation costs a good deal—in more ways than one. Where 
is he staying? With John Fitzgibbons. Perhaps you haven’t heard 
that John and Ednah have separated? Ednah’s gone to Reno for 
the usual cure. John is keeping bachelor quarters—with Reynard.” 

“Another marriage gone pftttt!” Susan shook her head. “Too 
bad. I hoped Ednah and John would make their fifty-fifty modern 
agreement work.” 

“Being modern, or feety-feety is not what makes a marriage 
work,” Leon said. “Other things must enter in. Love, for example. 
Not necessarily the grand passion,” his eyes crinkled at the cor- 
ners, “but what you called it, the real thing. Ednah and John 
did love each other. But not enough. It has to be enough. Even 
more than enough.” 


146 Why Get Married 


“Tt does indeed,” Susan agreed. The way she had loved Stan. 
The way Leon had loved his wife. More than enough. More than 
self. Perhaps that was the answer. “But tell me, why is Stan 
staying with John? Why isn’t he, why aren’t they both, dissi- 
pating, as you call it?” She borrowed Leon’s phrase. 

“T understand that Reynard lost his position.” 

“He did! Still, the wonder is that he kept it as long as he did.” 

“And that he is, how do you say it?—dquite down-and-out.” 

“Down and out.” Susan tried to picture Stan that way. It was 
difficult. It was not a pretty picture. “You can’t mean he’s really 
down and out? Not Stan!” Stan so arrogant, so cocky, so sure 
of himself. 

Leon nodded. “He was hurt, though you said he is so untouch- 
able, when he was dismissed. He’d been doing so well, been with 
the firm so long. Then he was asked, for no apparent reason, to 
resign. He hasn’t been able to find another position since.” 

“T expect there was a reason, apparent or otherwise.” Susan’s 
tone was tinged with irony. “Maybe he was asked to resign, as 
you so neatly put it, after one of his wonderful binges.” 

“But he had been on those beenges before!” 

“True enough. And still he brought in the bacon. Maybe you’re 
right. Perhaps it wasn’t quite a fair deal, without warning, when 
it’s so hard to get another position. Did you say he hasn’t been able 
to get anything? I suppose it’s hard for Stan to accept a smaller 
place after having been one of the bigger shots.” 

“That’s not easy for any man. And, as you say, it is indeed diffi- 
cult to obtain a position in these days.” 

“Ts he really trying? Enough, I mean. Has he lost his morale? 
Is he really down and out?” 

“So I am told. John and all of his friends have tried to do what 
they could. John tells me he sits and mopes, drinks some, when he 
can get it, but that he has, as you say, lost faith in himself. That’s 
why I’m telling you, Susan. Why I wondered if there wasn’t some- 
thing, some way, in which I might be able to help.” 

“Your” Susan looked her astonishment. Her eyes softened. 
“Yes, you would. You're like that. Even though you never liked 
Stam ys” 

“T never disliked him.” 

“Or any one, even if he disliked, or wouldn’t let himself like you. 
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Leon, there’s simply no one like you! How had you thought you 
might help Stan? Or hadn’t you thought of any definite plan?” 
Stan, down and out, his confidence in himself taken away . 

the things he liked to do. The picture was more confusing. Susan 
would rather have thought of him the old way, raising hell, being 
himself. 

“I did have some plan i in mind,” Leon admitted. “An idea. Jim 
Young tells me there’s an opportunity for Stan to go into business, 
the same business he was in, advertising, wasn’t it?” Susan nodded. 
“Jim tells me there’s a young man who’s opened a new agency, 
who needs more capital, someone in with him. Jim says it would be 
just the t-’-7 for Reynard. Now what I thought was this, I’d like 
to invest a leetle money—from what Jim tells me I believe it 
would be a good investment—I’d like to lend Reynard the neces- 
sary capital, give him the chance to get back into something that 
would give him a hold on himself. The only reason I’ve not done 
so is that I am afraid he would refuse to accept even a loan from 
me. Would indeed resent it, misunderstand.” 

“Tm afraid he would,” Susan reached over to give Leon’s hand 
a swift, warm pressure. Her eyes were beginning to shine with a - 
sort of radiance again. “No one would understand, except some- 
one who knew you as I do, And even I can hardly understand such 
generosity.” 

“It’s not that!” Leon protested. “It would be a good investment, 
as I said, for me. It would be a loan. It could be repaid, with 
interest. < =? 

“So it could,” Susan considered why Stan couldn’t accept help 
on those terms, what objections he would raise—if he hadn’t al- 
ways been so stubborn about Leon—if it came from anyone else. 
“I have it!” The radiance in her face glowed fully, as though a 
lamp had been lighted within, as indeed it had. “You must let me 
lend Stan the money. Oh, I know he wouldn’t accept it from me 
any quicker than from you, and I’m afraid that’s out, Leon, but he 
need not know it comes from me. We can arrange it some way, 
from Jim, his lawyer—it can be managed. Just so Stan is led to 
believe it’s a business investment, and it will be an investment for 
my money, the same as it would have for yours, Leon. I told you 
I’ve made another pile on this last book. I intended asking you to 
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do something with it for me. This will be just the thing! And the 
thing I’d rather do than anything else. 

“You see,” she cupped her chin in her hands as she went on, 
thinking it out, elaborating; becoming enthused, excited. “I always 
wanted to do something for Stan. Felt I owed it to him. From that 
first book, you know. I’d never have written it but for him—would 
still be grinding out pulp thrillers, instead of best sellers. It was 
Stan who gave me confidence to tackle bigger fish. And now, when 
he needs it, if I can give something back to him! Oh, we’ll have to 
do it, Leon! Have to find a way.” 

“We will,” Leon assured her. “Pl talk it over with Jim. Though 
Td still be glad to put up the money, or part of it. Unless you 
yi SRA le 

“I do! It must be my money, Leon. Mine—and what I owe Stan. 
Oh, you don’t know how happy it would make me! To repay him, 
in part at least, for all the help he gave me.” 

Leon smiled. “I rather theenk you give him more credit than 
you should. He may have inspired that first book, Susan. But re- 
member you’ve done two others—best sellers each of them—since. 
So you see it was your ability, although you did not recognize it. 
However, you're right. Stan does deserve help, because he, too, I’m 
sure, is capable of bigger things.” 

“Oh, he is!” Susan was glowing. “I know he is, Leon. It’s wrong 
for him to go down, become a waste.” No, she could not have that. 
“You will talk with Jim, then? It would be fine for Stan to go into 
advertising for himself. It will bring out the best in him—and he 
has the ability. He’s clever enough to put it across, given the 
chance. He must have the chance. Arrange it somehow. You and 
Jim. Couldn’t the money come from some friend of Jim’s? Some- 
one looking for just some such investment? Or strictly a business 
loan of some kind through his bank, or lawyer?” 

“We'll manage,” her eager enthusiasm touched Leon, made him 
confident, glad for her. “Don’t you worry, my dear. Leave it to 
me.” 

Susan’s bright eyes thanked him more than any words. “Do it 
as soon as you can. Talk with Jim today. Call me up the minute 
you know, won’t you, Leon?” 

“Indeed I shall. I know how anxious you'll be. Though you 
needn’t. Jim and I shall—what is it you say?—do a good job of it. 
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If we don’t we’ll know we’ll have your wrath upon our poor old 
heads!” 

Leon phoned that next day to say he had talked with Jim, and 
that Jim had already talked with Stan. The matter was arranged. 
The whole affair to be handled through Jim’s lawyer. Stan believed 
the money was coming through a friend of Jim’s who had been con- 
vinced, through Jim, that it would be a good investment. 

“Jim tells me that Reynard is a new fellow already,” Leon 
added. “He is like a leetle kid. I believe your investment will turn 
out satisfactorily and profitably, Susan.” 

“I know it will!” Susan wished he was there so she could have 
hugged him to show her gratitude and give vent to her feelings. She 
told him so. “And tell Jim, too, that I shall be everlastingly in his 
gratitude. Tell him I love him, almost as much as I love you, you 
darling, which is quite a bit!” 

“It would be more to the point if you were to tell that to Stan!” 
Leon’s chuckle came back over the wire. “And geeve to heem that 
hug, Susan!” 

“Foolish! As thought he’d accept it—any more than he’d accept 
the money if he knew where it’s really coming from.” 

“How can you be sure? A man may accept, when climbing up, 
much more than when he’s down-and-out, Susan. You really should 
ask him, give him, what you say, the chance. After he is on the up- 
grade, has back his pride again.” 

“Are you giving me advice again?” Susan demanded. She 
laughed. “You're all wet this time, darling. Down or up Stan’s 
done with me. You don’t know him! But stop worrying about me, 
you darling! I’m going to be quite okey. I’m happier right now 
than I’ve been in ages. I’m satisfied. Now I shall be content to sit 
in the background and watch my investment work.” 

“T can’t quite see you as a background—yet!” She heard him 
chuckle again. “Must I keep telling you, Susan, that you’re much 
too young, too lovely for any thing like that?” 

“Flatterer!” Susan chided. “I’m thirty, Leon. Before many 
moons it’ll be thirty-one. Then fat and forty waiting just around 
the corner. Then I shall be done for, finished!” ~ 

“Never!2’ Leon’s voice boomed across the wire. 

“Yes, I shall,” Susan insisted. “Too old for homes or love—or 
babies. For anything that matters.” 
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“You must tell Stan Reynard that when you ask heem to marry 
you. About the babies, I mean, Susan.” 

“Leon, you are terrible! You want me to propane to a man, kid- 
nap him, make him.a father over-night?” 

“Not over-night. .. .” 

“Stan a father! hers or over anything. Oh, Leon, you do 
have some of the wildest—and. nicest—ideas! Only you see, I’m 
not going to propose to anyone. I’ve done that. The man I wanted 
turned me down. He done me wrong, darling. You know it, since 
you’re the only man I ever proposed to or ever shall. If you’d 
change your mind. . . . Oh, if you only would, darling! Maybe if 
I keep after you, am persistent enough. . . . Tell me, Leon, isn’t 
there any chance?” 

“There’s always a chance,” Leon said before he hung up. 

“Oh, Leon . . . if I could believe that!” 

“Then keep trying, my dear... .” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


Now Susan felt that she could get down to work. She had a new 
contract with a new publishing house. She was to do only one 
book a year, which meant no more torturous plugging and 
frantic haste. A few short stories, arranged for while she was in 
New York. Maybe, at last, she would turn out something really 
worth while. 

Work and a little play; friends, books; a trip now and then. 
No reason why she could not make happiness for herself. Per- 
haps that kind was best, more lasting surely, more impregnable. 

She decided to give up the apartment. No reason now why 
she could not have her house, that house by the lake with wide 
terraces, a rose garden, tennis court and dogs. A house whose 
windows opened wide, whose rooms were spacious, high-ceilinged, 
a fireplace with real logs crackling and glowing, low open shelves 
for books, soft lights, warm tones—in short a home. 

If only she could share it with Leon. Share in some way, if not 
in the way she had asked. If she could have him with her for 
those few remaining years. But she must not let herself think of 
that. She had, at last, learned to live in the present, to take the 
pleasure of the moment, no fretting over what was to come, no 
looking back. 

The keys of her typewriter clattered busily these days. She was 
absorbed in the outline of her new book. So absorbed that she 
did not hear the key in the lock, footsteps down the long hall, 
did not glance up until she felt, rather than heard, someone’s 
presence. 

Stan—looking down at her, walking in, standing there just as 
she had dreamed so many, many times he might, just when she 
had given up all such dreaming. 

“Hello,” he said, just as he always had, lightly, carelessly, dark 
eyes mocking. “Pegging away I see. Hope I didn’t disturb you. 
Maybe I shouldn’t have walked in, should have rung. But I still 
have my key, you know.” 

No, Susan didn’t know. “That’s all right,” she pushed back her 
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chair, though she did not get up. “You did ‘startle me. I was 
working so furiously I didn’t hear you.” 

“Sorry, but I shan’t take but a moment.” 

“That’s all right. Do sit down.” Susan nodded toward a chair. 
Funny the way her throat felt so tight, the way her pulse raced 
just at sight of him. 

Stan did not sit down. Instead he came to lean on her desk, 
look her straight in the eyes, his own no longer mocking. “Look 
here,” his tone was blunt, the color high under his skin. “I came 
about that money, Susan. To ask you about it. Just struck me, 
all of a sudden—I was an idiot not to see it before—that you: 
must have had something to do with that money. Did you?” 

“W-what money?” The soft color flooded Susan’s face; her 
grey eyes were widely innocent, so innocent that there was no 
doubting her guilt. 

Stan straightened up. “I see,” his tone was gruff. He fumbled 
in his pocket for cigaret and matches. “You were back of it then. 
I was afraid so.” He began to pace the room, came back to face 
her. “Of course you know I can’t accept it then, Susan.” 

“Why not?” Susan’s chin came up. The light of battle in her 
grey eyes. “Is the money poisonous, tainted, of no use to you, 
because it happened to come from me?” 

“You know it’s not that.” He turned away, pulled up a chair, 
lighted his cigaret, then ground it out again. “You know I can’t 
take it from you, Susan.” 

“I don’t know anything of the sort. You have accepted it, 
haven’t you? Agreed to accept it as a loan, payable with interest. 
Very decent interest at that. I considered it a good investment, 
still do. I put up the money strictly on a business basis. I can’t 
see why, just because you’ve decided the money came from me, 
it should alter the situation.” 

“I might have known no friend of Jim’s was behind it,” Stan 
stared gloomily into space. 

“As a matter of fact there was a friend of Jim’s, a man, who 
offered to put up the money. He thought it a sound investment. 
When I heard of it, I thought the same. I would have offered the 
money to you, only I knew you wouldn’t take it from me. .. .” 

“You see! I can’t take it now. You’ know I can’t, Susan.” 
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‘Don’t you still feel that you’ll be able to pay it back, with 
the interest?” 

“Yes. If everything goes oke.” A speculative look in his dark 
eyes, warming to enthusiasm. “Brady, that’s the other fellow 
who’s started the agency, is doing pretty good already. He landed 
a contract last week with a national organization that ought to 
mean big money. bie 

“One or two more big accounts and. you could pay the loan 
back in another six months or so... .” 

“That’s true,” Stan nodded absently. “Brady’s been after some 
of the old ones, my old accounts with the other agency. He seems 
to think I’ll have no trouble swinging some of them our way. 
We can give them the prices, service. But now,” his thoughts, 
his eyes, came back to Susan, “of course that’s out. I’m out. I 
can’t take your money, Susan. Don’t think it’s because I don’t 
want to, don’t appreciate it. Hell! you ought to know how much 
it meant to me. It was swell of you, Susan, simply swell.” 

“Then there’s no reason why it isn’t still swell. You’ve got to 
take it, Stan! I shall think it pure stubbornness, spitefulness— 
personal dislike—if you don’t. The arrangements are all made. 
You've even signed. I shan’t let you back out. I’ll hold you to it.” 

“You can’t do that. Pl find some way. Maybe one of the 
banks. . . 

“The banks aren’t lending money with a free hand.” 

“Well, someone. . . . You know it’s not personal dislike, or 
stubbornness. You know I can’t accept this from you, Susan, 
after everything that’s happened.” 

“More reason why I should be the one to lend you help when 
you need it. You’d do the same for any friend—for me.” 

“We were more than friends!” 

“Exactly. Wouldn’t you do the same for someone who meant 
more to you than anyone else ever had meant?” 

“Perhaps.” He paced the room again, came back. There was 
a shamed look in his eyes, behind the mockery. “Can’t you see, 
Susan? It’s because of that . . . the way I treated you... I 
ought to be horse-whipped . . . Christ! and then you think I 
could accept this from you.” 

“Tt wasn’t all your fault,” Susan’s eyes met his. “We were 
both fools, Stan. We acted like a couple of kids. But that’s all 
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past, forgotten. No reason why it should enter into this, the 
present—you see I’ve learned, Stan! There’s no reason why we 
shouldn’t enter a strictly business agreement. Or that my being 
me, or you being you, should change that. 

“See here,” her lovely face was flushed with earnestness in 
her effort to persuade him, “suppose the money came from 
someone else, you’d take it. Suppose it comes from someone you 
don’t want it to come from, as it seems to, you still could make 
a profit, and four percent interest is a good profit these days, 
you'd be acting more unfair to refuse, wouldn’t you? Not only 
unfair to yourself, but to the other party. I’m willing to admit 
I was glad to be able to help you, Stan, as a friend, but aside 
from that, as a strictly business investment, I considered it a 
good opportunity. From that angle, what objection can you 
raise? How can you be unfair to me by refusing?” 

“I don’t know,” Stan spoke slowly, there was a deep line be- 
tween his heavy brows. “Maybe, looked at from that angle, 
you're right. I’m sure I can make good, pay back... .” 

“Then that’s all there is to it! Please,” Susan raised her hand, 
“let’s drop the matter, consider it settled. Jim’s lawyer tells me 
the agreement was even witnessed by a notary. What could be 
more business-like? I shall expect payments .monthly—promptly 
—that’s the understanding, isn’t it?” She made a stern face at 
him; laughed gayly. “Will you forget it, Stan? Shake on it? 
Please!” 

He hesitated a moment longer; then held out his hand. His 
face broke into the old, familiar grin. “I will. Though I shouldn’t. 
If I remember rightly the last time I asked you to shake hands 
with me you politely ignored it!” 

“Did I? Oh yes.. Well, that was different. More childishness. 
Isn’t it ridiculous that we can’t learn to behave like human beings 
toward one another?” 

“Right. Especially those we care about most.” They shook 
hands gravely. There was a little awkward silence. 

“I... I hear you’ve broken up with Howard. Too bad. I’m 
sorry, Susan.” 

“Are your” Grey eyes questioning, provocative. “You needn’t 
be. That was more childishness. The things we do! To try to 
hurt ourselves, each other... .” 


Why Get Married 155 


“You mean you never cared about him?” 

Susan gave a little shrug. “Do you know Howard? I thought 
not. Though that isn’t kind, either. Howard meant all right. It 
was just that we were so different, as incompatible as the Ger- 
mans and the French. It’s much better as it is—finished.” 

“Tt is finished then?” 

“Thank heaven!” She smiled. “But now that everything’s set- 
tled, won’t you sit down? Have a little drink? Have you had 
lunch?” 

“Nothing, thanks. Don’t look so surprised! I might have one 
drink—in a minute. First I want to ask you... you... did 
you mean that when you said no hard feelings? I mean have you 
really forgiven me for being such a stubborn cuss—and such 
an ass?” 

“T have.” Susan was grave; then laughingly. “Are you all of 
that?” > 

“I am. Kindly note the ‘am,’ Madam,” he bowed. “And all the 
things you called me, besides. A drunk, a chaser, a good-for- 
nothing. .. .” 

“Did I call you all of those?” Her eyes were bright; she felt 
as only Stan could make her feel, and with just such nonsense, 
dizzy, lightheaded, spirits soaring. “I know I thought them, but 
I should have been more of a lady, kept my thoughts to myself.” 

“As though a woman could do that! Say! everything’s just 
the same, isn’t it?” he was looking about, touching something 
here, his eyes wandering. 

“Yes. But I’m going to tear things apart, moving next month. 
I’ve found a house. The sort of house we talked about .. . re- 
member?” 

“Ves. . . .” Stan’s eyes came back to rest on her face; he saw 
her bite her lip, color, avert her gaze. She was lovely in her 
sweet confusion. Did he remember? “Still, the apartment .. . is 
the house nice? I’d like to see it.” 

“Tt’s lovely! High on a bluff, like a light-house keeper. And there 
is a tiny tower with a brave light twinkling in it! And a beach and 
the sound of the waves. Oh, I shall love it. I shall simply purr, Ill 
be so content—and how I shall sleep! And work and play. And 
grow old and fat, I suspect,” she added laughingly. 
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“You'll never grow old or fat.” Stan’s tone was more serious 
than the matter seemed to rate; his gaze more searching. 

“Yes, I shall. I’m on my way. I’m thirty, all the gay twenties 
packed away in mothballs.” 

“The thirties are best,” Stan assured her. “You’ve outgrown lots 
of things by then, yet still have time for lots more.” 

“Maybe you're right. But how about that drink now?” 

“Thanks, Td like it. Though,” glancing at the typewriter, the 
piles of script, “I don’t want to barge in on Mr. Inspiration.” 

“Tt isn’t Mr. Inspiration,’ Susan smiled; he used to say that in 
the old days; he always seemed to know when thoughts could not 
be interrupted. “It’s perspiration. Ground stuff.” 

“A new novel?” 

“Right.” 

“Read the others. Enjoyed ’em.” 

“Thanks.” She was pleased. More than that. How often she had 
wondered if he had read her other books. “‘I’ll have that drink now, 
in a jiff.” ; 

“Mayn’t I help?” He followed her into the kitchenette. 

“T guess you remember that I never was much of a bartender. 
These ice-trays, they stick—all I can do to budge the damn things. 
Thanks. . . .” Their hands touched, she stepped away, busied 
herself at the sink with glasses and lemons. _ 

“Here, woman, let me do that!” He took the knife from her, 
rolled the lemon, cut it, squeezed it between palm and fingers. 

Here, woman—that hurt. Almost as much as if he’d thrust the 
knife into her. So familiar, so dear. Just as though, but no, she 
must not think such things. You could bring back some things, but 
not the past as it had been. 

“The ice cubes now . . . right! Is that music to your ears? If 
we had a sprig of mint. This being a very special drink, you 
know... .” 

“We have!” triumphantly. She got it from the refrigerator. A 
special drink. Of course it was. It must be as perfect as one could 
make it. 

“And a toast!” Susan said out loud. “Only one possible one, of 
course. A toast to the new agency! To prosperity and success!” 

He touched her glass with his. They smiled into each other’s 
eyes. Each took a sip. Put the glasses aside. She was in his arms. 
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“Little sweet!” Stan said. It seemed that he could never have 
enough of kissing her. His dark eyes were mocking, tender. “You 
do still like me—a little?” 

“A little,’ Susan was demure; her eyes were deep wells of pas- 
sion. “And you . . . oh, Stan! Tell me, tell me true. I couldn’t en- 
dure to have you say it unless you mean it!” 

“Do I act as though I meant it?” He kissed her again, his mouth 
lingering on hers, his hand ruffling her hair. He kissed the lovely 
hollow of her slender throat, the dimple in her chin—her lips— 
oh! the way he kissed her lips again. “You know, honey, I was 
never much on words. Leave that to you.” 

Susan thought he could. “You’ve missed me? Thought of me? 
Wanted to come back?” 

“How’d you guess it?” He bit the lobe of her ear. She gave a 
little squeal. He would not let her pull away, even the tiniest bit. 
“Now don’t cross-examine me, woman. Don’t make me go down on 
my knees. I warn you I’m still as worthless as ever, though I did 
get an unexpected kick in the pants or two that taught me a little. 
Shall I let you go before you forget, or rather before you remem- 
ber, how worthless I am?” 

“Don’t ever let me go,” Susan said. Her starry eyes were reso- 
lute. “I shan’t heed any warnings. I don’t care how worthless you 
are, darling. If you'll stay—now that you’ve come back.” 

“It would take the fire department and the police force to put 
me out,” Stan said. 

After a long time during which the ice melted in the drinks and 
Susan’s hair became even more ruffled and the rest of the world 
faded into utter oblivion, Susan asked: “There’s no reason why 
you can’t stay, is there, Stan? If I promise never to be childish 
again, promise to take you just as you are, oh gladly—no bonds, 
no ties, no more tears and squabbles. I mean there’s really no real 
reason, is there, Stan?” 

“Tf you mean is there any other woman, no, there isn’t. None of 
them rated much—after you. You’re the only one who ever 
managed to entangle me! But no more tears or squabbles that’s a 
large order! If you'll take me as is, I think I can get along with 
you. But say! how ’bout that drink now—in celebration?” 

“Heavens!” Susan picked up the glasses from the sink. “Not 
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these sloppy, warm messes. It should be champagne, Stan. Some- 
thing appropriate. I’ll dump these, mix another.” 

“No danger of an irate husband coming in to throw me out?” 
Stan asked as he mixed a fresh drink. 

“The divorce went through yesterday,” Susan got another sprig 
of mint. “Hadn’t you heard? Ah’s a free woman! Ain’t dat sum- 
pin!” 

“You are not!” Stan reproved. “You’ve got me on your hands 
again! From the frying pan into the flame, my love.” 

“TIl take the flame,” Susan smiled, but she was grave. “Even if 
it burns.” She knew it probably would. 

“Oh, Stan!” she had a sudden thought. “How perfectly heaven- 
ly! To think that you'll share my house with me. It will be home 
then. I tell you what, I’ll keep the apartment, it will be here for 
you whenever you want it, a place to stay in town over-night. .. .” 

“To sleep off a drunk!” Stan grinned. 

“Or bring a jane,” Susan smiled. “To use as though it were your 
own. Your room’s just the same. You won’t have to look for a 
place.” 

“A bit above my pocketbook, I’m afraid.” 

“Forget that, please—for the present. Why, before you know it 
the new agency will be hauling in money like a banker during the 
depression! You’ll be able to afford it. The country house will be 
my end. Later, when you have things going smoothly, we’ll take 
that trip abroad, together, darling! Oh, say you’ll do some of these 
things! Give in to me a little, darling. Make up for some of the 
aches and pains.” 

“As many as I can,” Stan vowed. “But not too fast, honey!” 

“Tt can’t be fast enough,” Susan lifted her glass to his. “This 
toast to us—to our new home—just wait till you see it! You must 
help with the furnishings. Help me find servants, dogs—I’m going 
to have several, real ones, no half-measures! It will be perfect, 
only one thing lacking,” her voice trailed off, a far-away look crept 
into her grey eyes. 

“What’s that?” Stan asked. He had to ask a second time before 
she answered, came back to him. 

“What? Oh, kids—a couple of them. There really should be. 
Wait until you see the place and you'll understand why.” 
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“Why a couple?” Stan sipped his drink, leaned against the door- 
way. 

“One isn’t enough. Three’s too many.” 

“You seem to have given the matter due consideration.” 

“T have. I’ve always wanted children, every woman does, you 
know. Real ones. Not just brain infants.” 

“The first would be a boy,” Stan decided. 

“Yes. If the next were a girl. Funny, isn’t it? how a man always 
wants a boy and a woman a girl, though the psychologists say it’s 
just the opposite. Think of the fun of dressing a little girl!” 

“Um... .” Stan took another drink. “You couldn’t play with a 
girl, though. A boy now, a fellow could teach a boy to bat, pitch a 
sweet curve, swim. .. .” 

“And drink and swear, gamble and make a jane—raise hell gen- 
erally!” Susan laughed. 

“Right,” Stan agreed. He set down his empty glass. “Well, 
woman, get your hat.” 

“Get my hat!” Susan’s grey eyes were wide. 

` “Get your hat.” He nodded. “If we’re going to have those kids 
we'll have to get handcuffed, do the thing up right.” He laughed, 
caught her by the shoulders, smiled deep into her eyes. “Hell! I 
suppose as a dad I'll be an awful fizzle, suppose that boy will think 
Tm a ae for-nothing. . . .” 

ROAD Se SAE Gy 5 een really mean it?” Oh, please God 
make him r mean it, don’t let him be making fun... . 

“Mean it!” he gathered her close. “If you meant what you said, 
honey, about wanting kids. I’m not much good, I know. I’m not 
even making many promises that I can change—you know, the 
leopard’s spots! But I couldn’t let you have that boy without doing 
the right thing, giving him a name. If you'll have me, honey, for 
your kids’ dad.” 

“Have you!” Two tears spilled over Susan’s eyes; she tossed her © 
head impatiently, brushing them away. No time for tears now. 
“Do you want to know something, Stan? That was why I married 
Howard, I wanted children—before I was too old.” She thought of 
Leon; understood now, more fully, why he had refused what she 
had offered; Leon who knew her better than she knew herself, who 
could not have given her that one thing. “Then, after I knew 
Howard, the sort of life he stood for, I got out before that could 
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happen. . . . Will I have you for the father of my kids? You, or 
no one, darling. Do I think you’ll make a good dad? I think you'll 
make a terrible one, from all sane standpoints. But from the stand- 
point of that boy—and girl—well, I bet that son of ours will think 
you're a Great Guy, Stan!” 

“T am,” Stan grinned. 

“T bet that’s the only reason you’re willing to marry me!” Su- 
san’s eyes were accusing; her soft mouth trembling. “You con- 
ceited male!” Leon had been right; he had told her, when she pro- 
posed to Stan to be sure to tell him about the babies; perhaps he 
had known that a man, as much as a woman, maybe more, wants 
a home, a progeny. 

“Oh, as a fond mama, you won’t do so bad yourself!” Stan said. 
He scowled at her; his dark eyes mocking. “Do I have to tell you 
again, woman, to get your hat? If you don’t hurry I might change 
my mind. Not the way you think! But I might decide to love the 
life out of you this minute. And I want that son of mine to be 
legitimate!” 


® Susan Parks and the young, fast crowd she moved in 
did not believe in marriage. Susan had tried it once and 
it hadn’t worked. So when she became madly infatuated 
with Stan Reynard, whose devilish good looks and reck- 
less, irresistible charm were notorious, she was quite 


willing to give her love to him on his own selfish terms. 


Œ But then Stan met Jackie de Monte, a torchy slum- 
berous brunette — and Susan found herself torn by all 
the same feelings of jealousy and hate as any conven- 
tional wife! 
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